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William Shakſpeare, 
COMPLETE, 
INEIGHT VOLUMES, 


2 
A 


VOLUME V. 
CONTAINING 


ANTHONY AND CLEOPATRA, 
CORIOLANUS, 
CYMBELINE, 
; MACBETH., 


THE ENGRAVINGS TO THIS VOLUME ARE, , 
TWO SCENES TO EACH PLAY, AND TWO ALLEGORIES, 


— EEE Er oa 


1 ALLEGORIE S. 


. FANCY DECORATING THE TOMB OF SHAKSPFEARE. 
2. SHAKSPEARE HOLDING UP THE MIRROR TO DIGNIFIED GUILT, 
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L O VD O N. 


; PRINTED FOR BELLAMY AND ROBARTS, 
No. 138, FLEET-STREET, AND AT No. 4, PETERBOROUGH= 
COURT, FLEET-STREET. 


1790, 


oO 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


M E N. 


\ CymMBELINE, King of Britain. | 
CLoTEN, Son to the Queen by a former huſband. 
LEeonaTus PosTHUMUs, @ Gentleman married to the 
Princeſs. | | 8 
BELARIUS, a baniſhed Lord, diſguiſed under the Name of 
| organ. - | 
GUIDERI os, |{ diſguiſed under the Names of Polydor 
ARVIRAGUS, and Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Belarius. 
PRHILARIO, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus, 
IAchiMo, Friend to Philario. 
Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome. 
Pis Axio, Servant to Poſthumus, 
French Gentleman. | 
CoRNELI1Us, a Phyſician. 
Two Gentlemen. 


DMEM | 


Queen Wife to Oymbeline. 
Imocen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 


HELEN, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords „Ladies, Roman Senators, a Tribune, Apparitions, a 
8 oothſayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and other A.. 
ſendants. 5 7 NE ed 5g 


SCENE, ſometimes in Britain; ſometimes in Italy. 
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ACT 1. SCENE J. 


CyMBELINE's Palace in Britain, Enter two Gentlemen, 


1 Gentleman, 


You do not meet a man, but frowns: our bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers', 
Still ſeem, as does the king's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 
1 Gent, His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, 
whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's ſole fon (a widow, 


That late he married), hath referr'd herſelf 


Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd: all 

Is outward forrow ; though, 1 thank, the King 

Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent, None but the king ? 

1 Gent. He, that hath loſt her, too: ſo is the queen, 
That moſt deſir'd the match: But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 


Glad at the thing chey ſcowl at, 


2 Gent. And why ſo? 
1 Gent. He that hath miſs'd the princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad report: and he that hath her 
(I mean, that marry'd her—alack, good man! 
And therefore baniſh'd), is a creature ſuch, 
As, to ſeek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be ſomething failing 
In him that ſhould compare. I do not think, 


So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within, 


Endows a man but he. 

2. Gent. You ſpeak bim far. | | 

T Gent, I do extend him, Sir, within himſelf; . A 2 
| . ; 


Th 


+. 2 


* 
4 


4 CYMBELINE, 


Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His meaſure duly, 
2 Gent. What's his name, and birth ? 
1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: His father 
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan; 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He ſerv'd with glory and admir'd ſucceſs ; 
So gain'd the ſur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, befides this gentleman in queſtion, 
'T'wo other ſons; who, in the wars o' the time, 
Dy'd with their ſwords in hand : for which, their father 
(Then old and fond of iflues) took ſuch ſorrow, 
That he quit being; and this gentle lady, 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Poſibumus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed- chamber: 
Puts to him all the learning that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, faſt as twas miniſter d; and 
In his ſpring became a harveſt: Liv d in court 
(Which rare it is to do), moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd: 
A ſample to the youngeſt; to the more mature, 
4 glaſs that featur'd them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards: to his miſtreſs, 
For whom he now is baniſh'd—her own price 
Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him and his virtue; 
By her election may be truly read, 
W hat kind of man he is. 
2 Gent, I honour him 
Even out of your report, But, pray you, tell me, 
Is ſhe fole child to the king ? 
1 Gent. His only child. 
He had two ſons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it), the eldeſt of them at three years old, 
Fthe ſwathipg clothes the other, from their nurſery |, 
Were ſtolen; and, to this hout, no gueſs in dle, 
Which way they a OY by 2 8 
2 Gent. How long is this ago? . N 4 
1 Gent. Some twenty years. : 


2 Gent. That a king's children ſhould be ſo oed 
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CYMBELINE, 5 


So ſlackly guarded! and the ſearch fo flow 
That could not trace them 
I Gent. Howſoe'er tis ſtrange, 
Or that the * e may well be laugh'd at, 
Yet it is true, Sir. | 
2 Gent. I do well believe you. 
1 Gent, We mult forbear : Here comes the gentleman, 
The queen, and princeſs. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter the Queen, PosTHUMUs, IMOGEN, and Attendants. 


Queen. No, be aſſured, you ſhall not find me, daughter, 
After the fland.r of moſt ſtep-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my priſoner, but 
Your gagler faall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as | can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate ; marry, yet 
The fire of 1age is in him; and *twere good 
You lean d unto his ſentence, with what patience 
Your wiſdom may inform you. | 
_ Poſt. Pleaſe your highneſs, 
I will from hence to-day. | 
Queen. You know the peril !t=—— 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the king 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together, [ Exit, 
Imo. O diſſembling courtely | How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds My deareſt huſband, 
I ſomething fear my father's wrath ; but nothing 
Always reſerv'd my holy duty,) what 
is rage can.do on me ; You muit be gone; 
And J ihall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Ot angry eyes; not comforted to live, 
ut that there is this jewel in the World, 
hat I may ſee again, 


* 


. 5 . 


6 CVMBELINE. 


Post. My queen! my miſtreſs! 
O, lady, weep no more; leſt I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become a man! I will remain 


The loyal'ſt huſband that did e're plight troth, 


iy reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter; thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes P11 drink the words you ſend, 
Though ink be made of gall. 


Re-enter Queen. 


Queen. Be brief, I pray you: | 

If the king come, I ſhall incur I know not 

How much of his diſpleaſure ;—Y et PI move him [ 4/e. 
Fo walk this way; I never do him wrong, 5 


Rut he does by my injuries, to be friends; 


Pays dear for my offences. [ Ext, 
Host. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to hive, 
The lothneſs to depart would grow: Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: , 
Vere you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love; 
This diamond was my mother's: take it, heart; 
But keep it *till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
Post. Row! how! another? — | 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ical up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death !—Remain, remain thou here 


, [ Putting on the ring. 


While ſenſe can keep it on! And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 


As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 


To you ſo infinite loſs; ſo, in our trifles 


1 ſtill win of you: For my ſake, wear this; 


It is a manacle of love; I'll place it | 


[ Putting a bracelet on her arm. 


Upon this fairelt priſoner. 
lis. O, the gods 5 
When ſhall we tee again? 


N 


7 od 


CYMBELINE, 


= 


Enter CYMBELINE, and Lords. 


Pot. Alack, the king! 
Cym. ; Thou baſeſt thing, avoid! hence, from my 
ight 
If, after Nis command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt: Away! 
Thou art poiſon'to my blood. 
Pot, The gods protect you! 
And bleſs the good remainder of the court! 
I am gone. [ Bxit. 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 
m. O diſloyal thing, 
That ſhould'it repair my youth; thou heapeſt 
A year's age on me! 
Imo. I beſeech you, Sir, 
Harm not yourſelf with you vexation; 1 
Am ſenſeleſs of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all 8 
Cym. Paſt grace? obedience! 
Imo. Paſt hope, and in deſpair; that way, paſt grace. 
Om. That might'ſt have had the ſole ſon of my queen! 
Imo. O bleſt, that I might not! I choſe an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 
Jm. Thou took'ſt a beggar; would'ſt have made my 


throne 

A ſeat for baſeneſs. 

Imo. No; I rather added 
A luſtre to it. 

Im. O thou vile one! 

Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have loyd 72 : 
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he is 


A man worth any woman over-buys me 
Almoſt the ſum he pays. 


Im. What [- art thou mad! ? 
Imo. Almoſt, Sir: Heaven reſtore me Would 1 
| were 

A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus 

Our neighbour ſhepherd's ſon! | 


c 
F . * 


e 
* 1 . 


8 Piſ. I humbly thank your highneſs. 


E CYMBELINE; 
Re-enter Qliein. RON RO” >; 0 
Im. Thou fooliſh thing : 
They were again together : you have Fr N 
[To the Queen. 


Not after our command, Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

uren. Beſeech your patience :—Peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace :—Sweet ſovereign, 
Leave us to ourſelves ; and make yourſelf ſome comfort 
Out of * beſt advice. 

Im. Nay, let her languiſh 


A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged, 


Die of this folly ! [Exh 
| Enter Pis Axio. 


Queen. Fie you muſt give way: 

Here is your ſervant.— How now, Sir, what news? 
Piſ. My lord, your ſon drew on my maſter. 

ueen, Ha! 

No harm, I truſt, is done? 
Piſ. There might have been, 85 | 

But that my maſter rather play'd than fund, 

And had no help of anger: they were eh, 

By a gentleman at hanlcC. a e 


\ 


 DPreen. I am very glad ont. „ 


Imo. Your ſon's my father's friend: be takes his 


art! 
To draw aria an exile - O. brave Sir 
would they were in Africk both together; 
Myſelf by with a needle, that IL might pricx . 
The goer hack. Why came you from. your maſter? 
Pi. On dis command: He would not ſuffer me 


To bring him to the haven: left theſe notes ait 
Of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to, | 


When it pleas?d, you to employune. 


ueen, This hath been 15. 5 t 
Jour faithful ſervant: ¶ dare lay mine ie honour, 


He'will remain ſo. | 


Queen. Pray, walk a while, | rin! 
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CYMBELINE. 9 


Ino. About fome half-hour hence, pray you, ſpeak 
with me: 

You ſhall, at leaſt, go ſee my lord aboard: 

For this time leave me” { Exeunt. 


W 
1 — 


—_— 
— 


— — 


SCENE 71 


— 


Enter Crorzx, and two Lords. 


1 Lord. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt: the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a ſacrifice: 
Where air comes out, air comes in: there's none abroad 
ſo wholeſome as that you vent. 


_ Chit. If my ſhirt were bloody, then to ſhift it Have 
J hurt him? 


2 Lord. No, faith; not ſo much as his patience. 


[ Hide. 

I Lord. Hurt him? his body's a paſſable carcaſe, if he 

be not hurt: it is a thoroughtare for ſteel, if it be no: hurt. 

2 Lord. His ſteel was in debt; it went o'the back fide 

the town. [ Afades 

ot. The villain would not ſtand me. 

2 Lord. No; but he fled forward ſtill, toward your 

face. LAlade. 

I Lord. Stand you | You have land enough of your own: 
but he added to your having ; gave you ſome ground. 

2 Lord, As many inches as you have oceaus : Puppies! 


| 22 
ot. I would they had not come between us. 
2 Lord. So would I, 'till you had meaſur'd how long a 
fool you were upon the ground. Alilie. 
Clot. And that ſhe {hould love this fellow and refuic ne! 
2 Lord, If it be a tin to make a true election, ihe is 
damn'd, [ Afede. 
” 1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together: She's a good ſign, but I have (cen 
ſmall reflection of her wit. 


2 Lord. She ſhines not upon fools, leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her [ Sade. 
_ Cat, Come, I'll to my chamber: Would there had 
þcen ſome hurt done!! 


ro CYMBELINE- 


2 Lord. I with not ſo; unleſs it had been the fall of an 
aſs, which is no great burt. terer, LA.. 


Clt. Y ou'll go with us? 

1 Lord. I'Il attend your lordſhip. 

Clot. Nay, come, let's go together. | . 
2 Lora. Well, my lord. [ Exeunt, 


—_ 
— 


SCENE. IV. 


IMoGEN's Apartment. Enter IMOGEN and PISANIO., 


Imo. I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores o'the haven, 
And queſtiond'ſt every fail: if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, *twere a paper loſt ; 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the aſt 
That he ſpake to thee ? 

Piſ. *Twas, His queen, his queen ] 

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

_ Pi. And kiſs'd it, madam; 

Imo. Senſeleſs linen! happier therein than I !— 
And that was all? 

Piſ. No, madam; for fo long 
As he could make me with this « eye, or car, | = 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep | 2 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 7 
Still waving, as the fits and ſtirs of his mind 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his ſoul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his ſhip. | 3 

Imo. Thou ſhouldſt have made him = 


| As little as a crow, or leſs, ere left 


To after-eye him. 

2 Madam, ſo I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye. ſtrings; crack d 

them, bu: 

To look upon him; *till diminution | 3 
Of ſpace had pointed him ſharp as my needle; : I 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from | 1 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat to air; and then 


Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. But, good P- ani 
W hen ſhall we hear . him? 


CYMBELINE. 11 


P:{. Be aſſur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine intereſt, and his honour ;. or have charg'd him, 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with oriſons, for then 
am in heaven for him; or ere I could 
Give him. that parting kiſs, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady, The queen, madam, 
Deſtes 8 highneſs' company. 


Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd. —. 
I will attend the queen. 


"= Madam, I inall. [ Exeunt, 


— A - — - 
r —— - 
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SCENE V. 


Rome. An 6 in PHILARIO's ' Houſe, Enter 


PRILARIO, IAcHIMO, and a Frenchman. 


Iach. Believe it, Sir; J have ſeen him in Britain; he 
was tllen of a creſcent note: expected to prove ſo worthy, 
as ſince he has been allowed the name of: but I could 
then have look'd on him without the help of admi:caaon 
though the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his fide, and I to peruſe him by items. 

Phzl. Y ou ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh' d, 
than now he is, with that which makes him both with- 
out and within. 

French. J have ſeen him in France: we had very many 
there, could behold the ſun with as firm eyes as he. 

fach, This matter of marrying his king's daughter 


2 


1 


_ CYMBELINE, 


(wherein he muſt be weigh'd rather by her value, than 
his own), words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 
matter. 

French. And then his baniſhment. 4 

Iach. Ay, and the approbations of thoſe that weep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours, are wonderfully 
to extend him; be it but to fortify her judgment, which 
elſe any eaſy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar 
without more quality. But how comes it, he is to ſojourn 
with you? How creeps acquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and I were ſoldiers together; to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my life !— 


Enter PosTHUMUS. 


Here comes the Briton; Let him be ſo entertained 
amongſt you, as ſuits, with gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all, be better 
known to this gentleman; whom I commend to you, as 
a noble friend of mine: How worthy he is, I will leave 
to appear hereafter, rather than ſtory him in his own 
ring. : 

5 Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Polt. Since when I have been debtor to you for courte- 
ſies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ftill. 


French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs : I was 


glad I did atone my countryman and you; it had been 
pity, you ſhould have been put together with ſo mortal 
a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo ſlight 
and trivial a nature. 1 NES 5 0 EOS 

_ Poſt, By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young travel- 
ler; rather ſhunn'd to go even with what J heard, than in 
my very action to be guided by othery' experiences; but 
upon my mended judgment (if I offend not to fay it is 
mended), my quarrel was not altogether flight. __ 

French. *Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
ſwords ; and by ſuch two, that would, by all likelihood. 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. __ 
ach. Can we, with manners, aſk what was the differ- 
Trench. Safely, I think; *twas a contention in public, 
which may, without contradiction, ſuffer the report. It 
was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, where 
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CYMBELINE, 13 ; 


each of us fell in praiſe of our country miſtreſſes: This 
gentleman at that time vouching (and upon warrant of 
bloody affirmation) his to be more fair, virtuous, wiſe, 
chaſte, conſtant-qualified, and leſs attemptible, than any 
the rareſt of our ladies in France. ; 

Iach. That lady is not now living; or this gentleman's 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Peſt. She holds her virtue ſtill, and I my mind. 

Tach. You muſt not ſo far prefer her fore ours of Italy. 

1 1 Being ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though I profeſs myſelf her 
adorer, not her friend. 

Iach. As fair, and as good (a kind of hand-in-hand 
compariſon,) had been ſomething too fair, and too good, 
for any lady in Brittany. If the went before others L 
have ſeen, as that diamond of your's out-luſtres many I 
have beheld, I could not believe the excelled many : but I 
have not ſeen the moſt precious diamond that is, nor you. 
the lady. b | 

Poe. I prais'd her, as I rated her: So do I my ſtone. 

| Jach. What do you eſteem it at? 

Poſt. More than the world enjoys. : 

Iach. Either your unparagon'd miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 
out- priz'd by a trifle. | | | 
Pen. You are miſtaken; the one may be ſold, or 

given, if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, or 

merit for the gift; the other is not a thing for ſale, and 

only the gift of the gods. 143 | > 
lach. Which the gods have given you? 

Pot. Which, by their .graces, I will kee. 

lach. You may wear her in title your's : but, you 
know, ftrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Y our 
ring may be ſtolen too: fo, of your brace of unprizable 
eſtimations, the one is but frail, and the other caſual ; a 
cunning thief, or a that-way-accompliſh'd courtier, would 
hazard the winning both of firſt and laſt. 

Po. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſhed = cour- 
tier, to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if in the 
holding or loſs of that, you term her frail. I doznothing 
doubt, you have ſtore of thieves ; notwithſtanding, I fear 
not my ring. OY PT FOUR TG BYE A um eg. 

Phil. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 


14 CYMBELINE. 


Poſt. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior, 
I * him, makes no ſtranger of me; we are familiar 
Ac 

ach. With five times ſo much converlation, I ſhould 
get ground of your fair miſtreſs: make her go back, even 
to the yielding ; had I admittance, and * to 
friend. 

Poſt, No, no. 

lach. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my eſtate 
to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'er - values it forne- 
thing: But I make my wager rather againſt your confi- 
dence, than her reputation; and, to bar your oftence 
herein too, I durſt attempt it againſt any lady in the world. 
| ; Poſt. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a perſua- 
ig ſion ; and I doubt not you ſuſtain what you're worthy of 


by your attempt. 4 
j| Iach. What's that? _., 3 
j Poſt. A repulſe: Though your attempt, as you call it, J 
il deſerves more; a puniſhment too. 4 
| 


Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too ſud- 
denly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be bet- 
ter acquainted, 


| Iach. Would I had put my eſtate, and my neighbour's 


|| on the approbation of what J ſpoke, | 4 
| Poſt. What lady would you "hn to aſſail ? \ | 
| lach. Your's; who in conſtancy, you think, ſtands ſo 2 
| ſafe, I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring, that * 
| commend me to the court where your lady is, with no 2 
more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond confe- 5 

rence, and I will bring from thence that honour of her's, 15 
which you imagine ſo reſerv'd. 3 
Poſt. I will wage againſt your gold, gold to it: my . 

ring I hold dear as my — tis part of it. x 

Inch. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer. If you - 


buy ladies fleſh at a million a dram, you cannot preſerve 
it from tainting : But, I ſee, you have ſome religion. | in 
vou, that you fear. 

Peſt. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue: you bear a 
graver purpoſe, I hope. 


Iach. Jam the maſter of my ſpeeches ; and would un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. | 25 
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CYMBELINE; | 13 
Poſt. Will you ?—I Hall but lend my diamond *till 


our return: Let there be covenants drawn between us: 
My miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs the hugeneſs of your 
unworthy thinking: I dare you to this match: here's 
my rig. 3 | 
Phil. I will have it no lay. 
Tach. By the gods it is one : If I bring you no ſuffici- 


ent teſtimony that I have not enjoyed the deareſt bodily 


part of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are your's: 
ſo is your diamond too : If I come off, and leave her in 
ſuch honour as you have truſt in, ſhe your jewel, this your 
jewel, and my gold, are your's ;—provided, I have your 
commendation, for my more free entertainment. 

Paſt. J embrace theſe conditions; let us have articles 
betwixt us :—Only, thus far you ſhall anſwer. If you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to un- 
derſtand you have prevail'd, I am no further you enemy, 
ſhe is not worth our debate: If ſhe remain unſeduced 
(you not making it appear otherwile,) for your ill opi- 


nion, and the aſſault you have made to her chaſtity, you 


ſhall anſwer me with your ſword. SIE 

Tach. Your hand; a covenant: We will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away for 
Britain; leſt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve: I 


will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded, 


Poſt. Agreed. [ Exeunt POST, and Iacg. 
French. Will this hold, think you ? | 


Phil, Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, let us 
follow *em, [Exeurt. 


. 
* — — 


We . * * * 


; = 42s BCENE Yi. 


CrYMBELINE's Palace. Enter Queen, Ladies, and CoR- 
NELIUS. 5 


Queen. Whiles yet the de w's on ground, gather thoſe 
flowers; | | 


Make hafte : who has the note of them ? 
1 Lady. [ madam. 


Queen. Dilpatah.m- [ Exeunt Ladies 
Now, maſter doctor have you brought thoſe drugs? 


< i. 


16 CYMBELINE, 
Cor. Pleaſeth your highneſs, ay: here they are, 


madam : 3 | 

But I beſeech your grace (without offence ; 
My conſcience bids nie aſk,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me thoſe moſt poiſonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languithing death; 7 
But, though flow, deadly? 

Queen. I wonder, doctor, | 
Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch a queſtion : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes? diſtil? preſerve ? yea, fo, 
That our great king himſelf doth woo me oft 
For my confections? Having thus far proceeded 
(Unleſs thou think'ſt me deviliſh,) is't not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other concluſions ? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy compounds on ſuch creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none human, ) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 
T heir ſeveral virtues, and effects, 

Cr. Your highneſs 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart; 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe effects will be 
Both noiſome and infeftious, 

Queen. O, content thee, — 


Enter P1SANIO. 
Here comes a flattering raſcal ; upon him [Abde; 
Will I firſt work: he's for his maſter, | 
And an enemy to my ſon.—How now, Piſanio?— 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is 3 
Take your own way. 


Er. 1 do ſuſpect you, madam; 1 fo 
But you ſhall do no harm. [ Mede. 
ueen. Hark thee, a word.. [To PisANIo. 


Cor. [ Aſide.] J do not like her. She doth think, ſhe 
„ em 


Strange lingering poiſons : I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice with 
| A.drug of ſuch damn'd nature: Thoſe ſhe has 
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Will go ina qull the ſenſe a while, 


Which firſt, perchance, ſhe*Il prove on cats and dogs; 
Then afterward up higher ; but there is 

No danger.in what ſhew of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 

To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 

With the moſt falſe effect; and 1 the truer, 

So to be falſe with her. 

xeen, No further fervice, doctor, 


Until I fend for thee. 


Cor. I humbly take my leave. Exit. 
Queen. Weeps the ſtill, ſay ſt thou? Doſt thou think 
in time | 


She will not quench ; and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes? Do thou work: 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my ſon, 
I'll tell thee, on the Kan thou art then 

As great as is thy maſter : greater; for 

His fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 

Is at laſt gaſp: Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is: to {hift his being, 

Is to exchange one mitery with another 

And every day, that comes, comes to decay 


A day's work in him: What ſhalt thou expect, 


To be depender on a thing that leans ? 

Who cannot be new built; nor has no friends, 

5 [The Queen drops a phial: PIs Ax x0 takes it up, 
So much as but to prop him ?— Thou tas'ſt up _ 
Thou know'ſt not, what ; but take it for thy labour: 

It is a thing I make, which hath the king 

Five times redeem'd from death; I do not know 

What is more cordial :— Nay, I pr'ythee, take it; 

It is an earneſt of a further good 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs how 

The cafe ſtands with her; do't, as from thyſelf. 

Think what a chance thou changeſt on; but think 
Thou haſt thy miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my ſon, | 
Who ſhall take,pggice of thee: Vil move the king 
To any ſhape = chy preferment, ſuch. - 75 


ee . 


As thou'l and then myſelf, I chiefly 8 
That ſet 08 55 this deſert, am bound " B 


/ 
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18 CYMBELINE. 


To load thy merit richly, Call my women: 
| [Exit PIs Ax o- 
'Think on my words. -A fly and conſtant knave; 
Not to be ſhak'd : the agent for his maſter ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold | 
The hand faſt to her lord. —I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of leigers for her ſweet; and which ſhe, after, 
Except ſhe bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur'd 


Reeenter PISANIO, and Ladies. 


To taſte of too.—So, ſo ;—well done, well done: 

The violets, cowſlips; and the primroſes, 

Bear to my cloſet :—Fare thee well, Piſanio; 

Think on my words. [ Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Piſ. And ſhall do; 

But when to my good lord [ prove untrue, 

III choke myſelf: there's all I'll do for you. Exit. 


— 


3 


SCENE VII. 


IMoGEN's Apartment. Enter IMoc EN. 


Iino. A father cruel, and a ſtep-dame falſe ; 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 15 | 
That hath her huſband baniſhed ;—O, that huſband ! 
My ſupreme crown of grief! and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it! Had I been thief-itolen, 
As my two brothers, happy! but moſt miſerable 


Is the defire that's glorious : Bleſſed be thoſe, 


How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeſt wills, 


Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be? Fie |! 


Enter PIs AN IO, and LACHIMO. 
Piſ Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 


Comes from my lord with letters. 


| Jach. Change you, madam? 
The worthy ae is in ſafety, 
And greets your high neſs dearly. [Gives a Letter. 
Imo. Thanks, good Sir; 25 
You are kindly welcome. 
lach. All of her that is out of door, moſt rich! 


288 
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CYMBELINE; 19 


If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind ſo rare; LA lde. 
She is alone the Arabian bird; and | 
Have loſt my wager. Boldneſs be my friend | 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or, like the Parthian, I ſhall flying fight; 
Rather, directly fly, 

IMOGEN reads. 
He is one of the nobleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am 
moſt infinitely tied. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you va- 
lue your iruſt. 
 LEeoNATUS: 


So far I read aloud : 


But even the very middle of my heart 


Is warm'd by the reſt, and takes it thankfully,— 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as 1. 
Have words to bid you ; and ſhall find it ſo, 
In all that I can do. 
Jach. Thanks, faireſt lady.— 


What! are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 


| | [ Aids: 
To ſee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh *rwixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones 
Upon the number'd beach? and can we not 
Partition make with ſpectales ſo precious 
*T wixt fair and foul ? 
Imo. What makes your admiration ? 
Iach. It cannot be i' the eye; for apes and monkeys; 
*Twixt two ſuch ſhe's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other: Nor i” the judgment; 
For idiots, in this caſe of favour, would 
Be wiſely definite: Nor 1' the appetite ; 


Sluttery, to ſuch neat excellence oppos'd, 


Should make deſire vomit emptineſs, 
Not to allur'd to feed. 5 
Imo. What is the matter, trow? 
{ach | he cloyed will 
(That fatiate yet unſatisfy'd deſire, 
That tub both fill'd and running), ravening firſt 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage; B 2 


20 | CYMBEELINE,- 


Ino. What, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you? Are you well? 
Iach. Thanks, madam ; well :—*Beſeech b Sir, 
[Te PISAN3SO. 
Deſire my man's abode where I did leave him: 
He's ſtrange, and peeviſh. 
Piſ. | was going, Sir, 
To give him welcome. 
Imo. Continue's well my lord? His health, beſeech you? 
Iach. Well, madam: 
Imo. Ts he diſpos d to mirth? I hope he is. 
lach. Exceeding, pleaſant ; none a ſtranger there 
So merry and ſo gameſon : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 
Imo. When he was here, 


He did incline to ſadneſs ; and oft-times 


Not knowing why. 
Iach. I never ſaw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monſieur, that, it ſeems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home: he furnaces 
The thick fighs from him | whiles the jolly Briton 
(Yuur'lord, I mean) laughs fcom's free lungs, cries, of 
Can my ſides bold, to think, that man—who knows 
By hiſtory, report, or his own proof, 
hat woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chooſe 
But muſt be - till his free hours languiſh 
For afſur d bondage? 
Imo. Will my lord fay fo? 
Iach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with laughter 
It is a recreation to be by, 


And hear him mock the Frenchman: But, heaven KNOW, 
Some men are much to blame. | 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

Iach. Not he: But yet heaven's bounty ene him 

might 

Be usꝰ d 0 thankfully. In himſelf, tis much; 
In you which I account his, beyond all talents— 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity roo. 

Imo. What do you pity, Sir? 

- 'Zach. Two creatures, heartily. 

Im o. Am I one, Sir? 
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You look on me; what wreck diſcern you in me 
Deſerves your pity ? ; 
Tach. Lamentable ? Vhat 
To hide me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace 
I the dungeon by a inuff. 
Imo. I pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your anſwers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 
ach. That others do, 
I was about to ſay, enjoy your But 
It is an office of the gods to *venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on't, 
Imo. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; Pray you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be ſure they do: For certainties 
Either are palt remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then born), diſcover to me 
What both you ſpur and ftop. 
Iach. Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whoſe touch, 
Whole every touch, would force the feeler's foul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion ot mine eye, 
Fixing it only here: ſhould I (damn'd then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ſtairs | a 
That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falſehood (falſchood, as 
With labour) then lie peeping in an eye, 
Baſe and unluſtrous as the ſmoky light 
That's fed with ſtinking tallow; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell ſhould at one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 
Imo. My lord, | fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 
lach. And himſelf. Not I, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounee 
The beggary of his change; but *tis your graces 
That, from my muteſt conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 8 
Imo. Let me hear no more. | 
lach. O deareſt ſoul! your cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me fjck.”. Alady B 3 


| 
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22  CYMBELINE. #8 
So fair, and faſten'd to an empery, 
Wauld make the greateſt king double! to be partner 'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exibition | 
Which your own coiters yield! with diſcas'd ventures, 
That play with all infir.nities for gold 
Which rottenneſs can lend nature! ſuch boil'd ſtuff, 
As well might poiſon poiſon ! Be reveng'd; 
Or ſhe, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your 128 ſtock. 
Imo. Reveng'd ! 
How ſhould I bs reveng'd? If this be true 
(As I have ſuch an heart, that both mine ears 
Mult not in haſte abuſe); if it be true, - 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
Iach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ; ; 
| Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe ? Revenge it. 
| dedicate myſelf to your ſweet pleaſure : 
More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt to your affection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Imo. What ho, Piſanio J 
lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 
Imo. Away! do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee.— If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would'ſt have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt; as baſe as ſtrange, 1 
Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far Y 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 1 
Solicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains 2 
Thee and the deyil alike ;—What ho, Piſanio 290 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſſault : if he ſhall think it fit, 
A faucy ſtranger, in his court to mart 
As in a Romiſh ſtew, and to expound 
His beaftly mind to us; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio / 
lach. O happy Leonatus! I may ſay; 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee, 
Deſerves thy truſt; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs 
Hex aſſur'd credit —Bleſſed live * long * ; 
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A lady to the worthieſt Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his! and you his miſtreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit! Give me your pardon, 
J have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and ſhall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er: And he is one 
The trueſt-manner'd ; ſuch a holy witch, 
That he enchants ſocieties unto him: 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. 
lach. He fits mongſt them, like a deſcended god: 
He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal ſeeming.. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty princeſs, that J have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report; which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a Sir fo rare, Lg 
Which, you know, cannot err: The love I bare him 


Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you, 


Unlike all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. All's well, tir: Take my power i' the court for 
our's. 
lach. My humble thanks; I had almoſt forgot, 
To entreat your grace but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myſelf, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the buſineſs, + 
Imo. Pray, what is't? _ ; 
lach Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord 
The beſt feather of our wing,) have mingled ſums, 
o buy a preſent for the emperor : CTY 
Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 
In France: *Tis plate, of rare device; and jewels, 
Of rich and exquiſite form; their values great: 
And J am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage ; may it pleaſe you 
To take them in protection: 
Imo. Willingly : te 
And pawn mine honour for their ſafety : ſince 
My lord hath intereſt in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 
lach. They are in a trunk, 


Attended by men: I will make bold 
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To ſend them to you only for this nlght; 
I muſt aboard to-morrow. 
Ino O, no, no. 
Iach. Ves, I beſeech ; or I ſhall ſhort my word, 
by length' ning my return. From Gallia 
I croſs'd the ſeas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To ſee your grace. 
Imo. I thank you for your pains 
But not away to-morrow ? 
Iach. O, I muſt, madam : 
Therefore I ſhall beſcech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night: 1 
T have out- ſtood my time; which is material 1 
3 
: 


To the tender of our preſent. D 

Imo. I will write. ; 

Send your trunk to me; it ſhall ſafe be kept. l 
And truly yielded you: You are very welcome. 3 
| [ Exeunt« 2 
ACT 11, SCENE I. 5 

CYMBELINE's Palace, Enter CLOTEN, and two Lords, 4 

loten. 9 

AS there ever man had ſuch luck ! When ] kiſs'd 4 

the jack pon an up=-caſt, to be hit away! I had an hun- Y 
dred pound on't: and then a whoreſon jackanapes muſt 3 
take me up for ſwearing ;z as if I borrow'd my oaths of 4 


him, and might not ſpend them at my pleaſure? 

x Lord. What got he by that? You have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

2 Lird. If his wit had been like him that broke it, it 
would have run all out. | [ Aſide. 

Clet. When a gentleman is diſpoſed to wear, it is not 
for any ſtanders-by to curtail his oaths: Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my lord; nor crop the ears of them. 


22 | 
Clot. Whoreſon dog II give him ſatisfaction? | i 
Would, he had been one of my rank ! $ 
: 
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2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a fool, Aide. 

Clot. I am not vex'd more at any thing in the earth 
A pox on't! | had rather not be ſo noble as I am; they 
dare not fight with me, becauſe of the queen my mother: 
every jack-ſlave hath his belly full of fighting, and muit 
go up and down like a cock that nobody can match. 


2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. 
Clit. Sayeſt thou? 


1 Lord. It is not fit, your lordſhip ſhould undertake 


every companion that you give offence to. 
Clot, No, I know that: but it is fit I ſhould commit 


oftence to my inferiors. 


2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip only. 
Clot. Why, ſo 1 ſay. 


2 Lord. Did you Kats of a ſtranger, that's come to 
court to-night? 


Clot. A {tranger ! And I knew not on't ! 


2 Lord. He's a ſtrange fellow himſelf, and knows it 


not [ Ade. 

t Lord. There's an Iealian come; and, 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clot, Leonatus I a baniſh'd raſcal; and he's another, 
whatſoever he be. Who told you of this ſtranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordſhip's pages. 


Cut. Is it fit, I went to look upon him; Is there no 


derogation in't? 
1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Q. Not eaſily, I think. 


2 Lord. Vou are a fool granted; therefore your iſſues 
being fooliſh, do not derogate. [ Afede. 


Clot. Come, Pl go tee this Italian: What I have loſt 


to-day at bowls, Ill win to-night of him. Come, go. 
2 Lord. I'll attend your lordſhip. 

[ Exeunt CLOTEN, and firſt Lord 
That ſuch a crafty devil as his mother 
Should yield the world this aſs | a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain: and this her ſon 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen, Alas, poor princeſs, 
Thou divine Jmzogen, what thou endur'ſt! 
Betwixt a father by thy ſtep-dame govern'd; 
A mother hourly coining plots; z 4 wooer, 

| ! 
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More hateful than the foul expulſion is : i 
Of thy dear huſband, than that horrid act | M 


Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm 3 
The walls of thy dear honour, keep unſhak'd = 
That temple, thy fair mind; tnat thou may'ſt Rand, 2 
To enjoy thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land! 

[ Exits 


— — — 


SCENE IJ. = 


A Bed-chamber , in one part of it a Trunk. Imogen 
reading in her Bed; a Lady attending. 


Ino. Who's there? my woman Helen? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, madam. | 2 
Imo. What hour 1s it ? 5 r 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, madam. 1 
Imo. I have read three hours then: mine eves are 
weak: : 


Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed: 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 


ERR og. 
«pd _ OE 8 


And if thou canſt awake by four o' the clock, . = 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. = 
; [ Exit Lady. 9 
To your protection I commend me, gods! | 'B 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 4 
Guard me, befeech you! [ Sleeps. 1 
| [TAcHIMO, from the Trunk. =_ 
ach. The crickets ſing, and man's o'er-labour'd ſenſe 8 
Repairs itſelf by reſt : Our Targuin thus | 2 
Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken'd M 
The chaſtity he wounded. —Cytherea, i 
How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed ! freſh lily! 
And whiter than the ſheets ! "That I might touch ! 
But kiſs one kiſs!--Rubies unparogon'd, 
How dearly they do't !— Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: The flame o' the taper | Y 
Bows towards her ; and would under-peep her lids, 2 
Jo lee the encloſed lights, now canopy'd 2 
Under theſe windows: White and azure ; lac'd 2 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.—But my deſign? 3 


To note the chamber: — I will write all down: 
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Such, and ſuch pictures: There the window: - Such 
Tbe adornment of her bed ;—' he arras figures ? 
Why, ſuch, and ſuch And the contents G the ſtory— 
Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body 

(Above ten-thouſand meaner moveables 

Would teſtify), to enrich mine inventory. 

O ſleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 

And he her ſenſe but as a monument, 

Ihus in a chapel lying !— Come off, come off ;— 


As ſlippery, as the Gordian knot was hard !— 
f 55 is mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 
A mole cinque-ipotted, like the crimſon drops 
P tie bottom of a cowſlip : Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make: this ſecret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and taken 
The treaiure of her honour. No more.—To what end? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivited, 
Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading 
The tale of Tereus; here the leat's turn'd down 
Where Philomel gave up I have enough: 
To the trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night! that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye: I lodge in fear: 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 
[ Clock ſtrikes. 


One, two, three: Time, time! 
[ Goes into the Trunk : Scene cliſes. 


* * — —_—_— 
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SCENE III. 


Another Room in the Palace. Enter CLOTEN, and two 
Lords. 


I Lord. Your lordſhip is the moſt patient man in 
loſs, the moſt Necla that ever turn'd up ace. 
Cloat. It would make any man cold to loſe. 


1 Lord But not every man patient, after the noble 


temper of your lordſhip : You are moſt hot, and furious, 
when you win.“ 


[Taking off her brake. 
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Clot. Winning wil put any man into courage: If [ 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhould * gold enough: 
It's almoſt motning, is't not ? 

x Lord. Day, my lord. . 

Cht. I would this muſic would come: I am adviſed 
to give her muſtc of mornings ; they ſay, it will pene- 


trate, 
Enter Muſician. 


Come on; tune: If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, ſo; we'll try with tongue too: if none will da, 
let her remain; but I'll never give o'er. Firſt, a very ex- 
cellent good conceited thing; after, a wonderful wee t 
air, with admirable rich words to it and then let her 
conſider. 


CYMBLINE, 


SONG. 


Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven's gate fings, 
And Phoebus *gins ariſe, 
His ſteeds to water at thoſe ſprings 
On chalic'd flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin : 
To ope their golden eyes; . 
With every thing that pretty bin : 
 Mylaqy feet, ot of ; 
Ariſe, ari ye ! 


So, get you gone: If this penetrate, I will conſider your 
muſic the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horſe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice of un- 
paved eunuch to boot, can never amend, 


Enter CYMBELINE, and Queen. 


2 Lord. Here comes the king. 
Clot. I am glad | was up ſo late; for that's the reaſon 
I was up ſo early: He cannot chuſe but take this ſervice. 
I have done fatherly. Good-morrow to your majeſty, 
and to my gracious mother. by 
m. Attend you here the door of our ſtern daughter? 
Will ſhe not forth? 
Clot. | have aſſail'd her with muſic, but ſhe vouch- 
ſales no Notice. = 


1 
1 
2 
* Op 
Re 
£6”. 
4 
1 
* 
* 
— 9 
4 Ws *. 
— 9 
L 1 
2. 
i 
1 
* 
Ty 
AS 
1 
5 
, K TI 
1 
1 1 
*y 
4 
[Y 6 
55 
. 
1 
* 
2 
* 
* 
AE, 


Fa n 
n 


* * 
* . 
2 r 
n * 


* 4 


r 2 2 8 4 
„F 


— 
— 


. 


a 


I 


* 
J 
3 2 
* 
WT 
8227 
* 
7 
Wes 
9 
* 1 
* 
17 


1 know her women are about her; What 
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Cym. The exile of her minion is too new; 
She hath not yet forgot him; ſome more time 


Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 


And then ſhe's your's. 

Queen. You are moſt bound to the king: 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter: Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſolicits ; and be friended 
With aptneſs of the ſeaſon: make denials 
Increaſe your ſervices: ſo ſeem, as if 
You were inſpir'd to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs. . | 

Act. Senſeleis ? not ſo. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. So like you, Sir, ambefladors from Rome; 


The one is Caius Lucius. 
Cym. A worthy fellow, 


Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now; 


But that's no fault of his: We muſt receive him 

According to the honour of his ſender; 

And towards himſelf, his goodneſs foreſpent on us, 

We muſt extend our notice. Our dear ſon, 

When you have given good morning to your miſtreſs, 

Attend the queen, and us; we ſhall have need 

Toemploy you towards this Roman.—Come, our queen, 

| : [ Exeunt, 
Clot. If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her; if not, — 

Let her lie ſtill, and dream. —By your leave, ho !— 


[ Knocks. 


If I do line one of their hands? *Tis gold 

Which buys admittance ; oſt it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, vield up | 
Their deer to the ſtand o' the ſtealer : and *tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the thief; 
Nay, ſometimes, hangs both thief and true man: What 
Can it not do, and undo? Iwill make 

One of her women lawyer to me; for 


—— ——— —— — —— — 
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I yet underſtand the caſe myſelf. | | 
By your leave. [ Knocks, 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

Clot. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

lot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's ſon. 

Lady. That's more 
Than ſome, whoſe tailors are as dear as your's, | 
Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your lordſhip's pleaſure ? 

Clot. Your lady's perſon : Is ſhe ready? 

Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber. 

Clot. There's gold for you; ſell me your good report 

Lady. How! my good name!? or to report of you 
What I ſhall think is good? The princeſs 


Enter [MOGEN. 


Clit. Good-morrow, faireſt ſiſter : Your ſweet hand. 
Imo. Good-morrow, Sir: you lay out too mueh pains 
For purchaſing but trouble: the thanks I give, 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 
And ſcarce can ſpare them. 

Clot. Still, I ſwear, I love you. 
Immo. If you but ſaid ſo, twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ſtill, your recompence is {till - 

That I regard it not. 
Clot. This is no anſwer, 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay I yield, being ſilent, 
| I would not ſpeak. I pray you ſpare me: faith, 
I ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſy | 
To your beft kindneſs: one of your great knowing 
Should l-arn, being taught, forbearance. - 
Qt. To leave you in your madnels, twere my fin : 
I will not. | | 
Imo. Fools are not mad folks, 
Clat. Do you call me fool? 
Imo. As I am mad, I do: £ 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad, 
That cures us both. I am much ſorry, Sir, 
ps You put me to forget a lady's mann#s, 
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By being ſo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it I care not for you; 
And am fo near the lack of charity | 
(To accuſe myſelf), I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, than make't my boaſt, 

Clot. You fin againſt | 
Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch 
(One, bred of aims, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
With ſcrapes o' the court), it is no contract, none: 
And thougn it be allow'd in meaner parties 
(Yet who, than he, more mean?) to knit their ſouls 
{On whom there is no more dependence 
But brats and beggary) in ſelf-figur'd knot ; 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement b 
The conſequence o' the crown; and mult not ſoil 
The precious note of it with a baſe ſlave, 8 
A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's cloth, | 
A pantler, not ſo eminent. 

Imo Profane fellow! 
Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art, beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom: thou wert dignify'd enough, 


Even to the point of envy, if *twere made 


Comparative for your virtues, to be ſtil'd 


The under-hangman of his kingdom : and hated 


For being preferr'd ſo well. 

Clot. I he ſouth-fog rot him! _ 
Imo. He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt garment, 
That ever hath but clip'd his body, is dearer, 
In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made ſuch men.—How, now, Piſanio? 


Enter PISANO. 
Ct. His garment ? Now, the devil 
Ino. To Dorothy my woman hie thee preſently ;— 
Clot. His garment ? | | 
Imo. J am ſprighted with a fool; 6 
Frighted, and anger'd worſe:— Go, bid my woman 


Search for a jewel, that too caſually 


, 8 
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Hath left my arm; it was my maſter's ; ſhew me, 


If I would loſe it for a revenue 


Of any king's in Europe, I do think, 
I ſaw't this morning: confident I am, 
Laſt night *twas on mine arm; I kiſſed it: 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiſs aught but him. 
Pf. * Twill not be loft. 
Imo. I hope ſo: go, and ſearch.  F[ Exit Prsanito. 
Clot. You have abus d me 
His meaneſt garment? 
Imo. Ay; 1 ſaid fo, Sir: 


If you will make't an action, call witneſs to't. | 


Got. I will inform your father. 

Ino. Your mother too: 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


To the worſt of diſcontent. [ Exit, 
Clit. I'll be reveng'd :— 1 
His meaneſt garment?— Well. In. 
ScEME IV. 


Rome. An Apartment in PHILARTO's Houſe. Enter 
| Pos THUMUS and PRILARIO. 
_ Poſt. Fear it not, Sir: I would, I were to ſure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain her's. 
Phil. What means do you make to him? 
Pot. Not any; but abide the change of time: 


Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and wiſh — © 


That warmer days would come: In theſe fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love; they failing, 
I muſt die much your debtor. * | 

Phil. Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commiſſion thoroughly: And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, ſend the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whoſe rememberance 


Is yet freſh in their grief. | * 
| Poſt. 
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A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
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_ . Pofi. 1 do belie. e | | 
{Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be), 
That this will prove a war; and you ſhall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, Tooner landed 
In our not fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Cæſar 
Smil'd at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at: Their diſcipline "_ 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers, they are people, ſuch 

hat mend upon the world. 


Enter Tacnimo. 


Phil. See! Iachimo ! 

Poſt. The ſwifteſt harts have poſted you by land; 
And winds of alf the corners kifs'd your ſails, 
To make your veſſel nimble. 

Phil, Welcome, Sir. 
Peoſt. 1 hope, the briefneſs of your anſwer made 
The ſpeedineſs of your return. 

lach. Your lady 
Is one of the faireſt that I have look'd upon. 

Poſt. And therewithal, the beſt; or let her beauty 


Look through a caſement to allure falſe hearts, 


And be falſe with them. 
lach. Here are letters for you. 
Poſt. Their tenour good, I truſt. 
ach, * Tis very like. 
Poſt. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court 
When you were there ? 
lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 
Poſt. All is well yet.— 
Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
Jach. If T have loſt it, 
I ſhould have loft the worth of it in gold. 
FIl make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 


Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won. 


Poſt. The ſtone's too hard to come by. 
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ach. Not a whit, 

Your lady being ſo eaſy. 

Poſt. Make not, Sir, 
Your loſs your ſport: I hope, you know that we 
Muſt not continue friends. 

Iach. Good, Sir, we muſt, 
If you keep covenant: Had [ not brought 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion further : but I now 
Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. | 

Poſt. It you can make it apparent 
That you have taſted her in bed, my hand, 
And ring, is your's; If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or lakes, 
Your ſword, or mine; or maſterleſs leaves both 
'To who ſhall find them. 

Iach. Sir, my circumſtances, 
Being ſo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe: whoſe ſtrength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 


You need it not. 
Poſt. Proceed. 
lach. Firſt, her bed-chamber 
Where, I confeſs, I ſlept not; but, profeſs, 
ad that was well worth watching), it was hung 
With tapeſtry of filk and filver ; the ſtory 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cydnus ſwell'd above the banks, or for 
The preſs of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In workmanſhip and value; which, I wonder'd, 
Could be fo rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life 0n't wa 
Fall. -This is wye-” — 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or dy ſome other. 
lach, More particulars 


Mult juſtify my knowledge 


—- 
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. » Pot, So they muſt, 
Or do your honour injury. 

lach. The chimney . . W 
Is ſouth the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaſte Dian, bathing : never ſaw | figures 
So like to report themſelves: the cutter 
Was another nature, dumb; out-went her, 
Motion and breata left out. 
Pat. This is a hin, | 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reap ; 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 5 
lach. The roof o' the chamber 
With golden cherubim is fretted: Her andirons 
(Ihad forgot them) were two winking Cupids 


Of ſilver, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely 


Depending on their brands. 

Poſt. "This is her honour! | 
Let it be granted, you have ſeen all this (and praiſe 
Be given to your remembrance) the deſcription 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid. | 

ach. Then, if you can, [Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale: I beg but leave to air this jewel: See! _ 
And now *tis up again; It muſt be married —— 
To that your diamond; Ill keep them. 

"Poſe. fowel= 0 | 1 3 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

Iach. Sir; (I thank her) that: 

She ſtripp'd it from her arm; I ſee her yet; 
Her pretty action did outſell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too: ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid, ſhe priz'd it once. 

Pot. May be, ſhe pluck'd it off, 
Tan. 

lach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe? : 

Poſt. O, no, no, no! 'tis true. Here, take this too; 
1 e [ Grves the ring. 
It is a baſiliſk unto mine eye, IF $ $ 
Kills me to look on't ;—Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty; truth, where ſer blance ; love, 
Where there's another man: The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, C2 
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Then they are to their virtues ; which is nothing — 
O, above meaſure falſe ! 


Phil. Have patience, Sir, 


And take your ring again; 'tis not yet wone : | 
; It may be probable, ſhe loſt it; or, 


Who knows if one of her women, being mortar 
Hath ſtolen it from her. 


Poſe. Very true; 


And ſo, I hope, he came by't: li my ring ; — 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about her, 
More evident than this; for this was ſtolen. 
Aach. By Jupiter, I bad it from her arm. 
Poli. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
is true z nay, keep the ring tis true: I am ſure, 
She could not loſe it: her attendants are 
All ſworn, and honourable: — They induc'd to ſteal it * a 
And by a ſtranger? No; he hath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this—ſhe hath bought the name of whore 83 dearly. — 


There, take thy bire; ; and all the fends of hell 
Divide themſelves between you! 


Phil. Sir, be patient: | Y 
This is not ſtrong enough to be believ's 
Of one perſuaded well of 
io Never talk on't : 
She hath been colted by him. 
Iach. If you fee . 
For further ſatisfying, under her breaft 
: AN orthy the preſſing), lies a mole, right proud 
f that moſt delicate lodging: By my life, 
1 kiſs'd it; and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feel again, though full. You do remember 
This ſtain upon her? | 5 
Peoſt. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but i it. 
Jach. Will you hear more? | . 
Poſt. Spare your arithmetic : never count the tamar. 
Once, and a million! 
lach. IIl be ſworn | ; 
- Poſt. No ſmearing = - ; 
If as wear you have not dene, you les 


And I will kill thee, thou doſt deny = 

Thou haſt made me cuckold. ; | 

Lach. I will deny nothing. PSS | 
Pot.'O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal! 

I will go there, and do't i“ the court, before | 
Her father: I'll do ſomething ——— [Ext. 
Phil. Quite beſides . | 

The government of patience |-—You have won: 

Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 

He hath againſt himſelf. ny ST? 5 
Jach. With all my heart. | [ Exeunts 


— ——— — — —— —— — 
= SCENE V. 
Another Room in PII ARK 16's Houſe Enter Pos r- 
r r e e enn * 5 
Pf. Is there no way for men to be, but wonien 


Muſt be half-workets? We are all baſtards ; 


And that moſt venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, vas I know not where 85 
When I was ſtamp'd; ſome coiner with his tools 


Made me à coghterfeit : Yet my mother ſeem'd 


The Dian of that time: ſo doth my wife | 
The non-pareil of this. Oh vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain d. PIN 
And pray'd me, of forbearance : did it with 
A pudency ſo roſy, the ſweet vie ont 
Might well have'warm'd old Saturn; that I thought her 
As chaſte as unſfiinn'd frow :-O, all the devils !— 
This yellow fachimo, in an hour was t not?— 

Or leſs—at firſt: Perchanee he ſpoke nbt; but, 

Like a full accorn'd boar, a German one, 

Cry'd, oh and mounted? found n6 oppoſition 

But what he looked for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

Tbe woman's part in me! For there's no mation 


That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 


It is the woman's part: Be t lying, note it, | 
The woman's ; flattering, her's 3 deceiving, her's; C 3 
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Luſt and rank thoughts, her's, her's; revenges, ber's * 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 
Nice longings, ſlanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 
Why, her's, in part, or all; but, rather, all: i 
For even to vice 

They are not conſtant, but are changing gill 

One vice, but a minute old, for one 

Not half ſo old as that. VI write againſt . 

Deteſt them, curſe them :— Yet *tis 1 (kill 

In a true hate, to Pray they have their will: | 
1 he very devils cannot - plague them better. [Eu 


au, — — — 2 49% —— 
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ACT TIE. SEN . 


Crunine's Palos, Bone, in & ite, Wen zu, 
Dueen, CLOrTEN, and Lords, at one Door; A at 
another, Caius We and Attendants. „ ny. 16 


Cymbeline. SY 


Now ſay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar with us? 
Luc. Wben Julius Cæſar mp remembrance. yet 
Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears, and tongues, 

Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this. nne 


And conquer! d it, Caſſibelan, thine uncle 


Famous in Cæſar's praiſes, not whit leſs 
"Than in his feats deſerving, it), for him, 


WF 


And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a = TA SEGA 


Yearly three thouſand pounds; ; which: by thee a 2 
Is left untender d. * 1 
Queen. And, to kill the marvel, | 95 N TIE 
Shall be ſo ever. 15 . 


(ot. There be many Cæſars, 1 3 2 
Ere ſuch another Julius. Britain is ; 


A world by itſelf; and we will going pay 
For wearing our own noſes. ' 
Queen. The opportunity, 


Which then they had to take from us, to reſume 


We have again. - Remember, Sir, e, 
Wes e 4. A 8 Ember, ir, my lieg 5 * 
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The kings your anceſtors ; tog=ther with 

The natural bravery of your iſle; which ſtands 

As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 

With rocks unfcaleable, and roaring waters ; 

With ſands, that will not bear vour enemies“ boats, 

But ſuck them up to the top-maſt. A kind of conqueſt 
Cæſar made here; but made not here his brag 

Of, came, and faw, and overcame: with ſhame 

{The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 


From off our coaſt, twice beaten ; and his ſhipping 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible ſeas, 
Like egg-ſhells mov'd upon their ſurges, crack*d 


As eaſily againſt our rocks: For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 
(O, giglet fortune!) to maſter Cæſar's ſword, 

ade Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 


And Britons ſtrut with courage. 


Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid: Our 
kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as ] 
ſaid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars: other of them may 
have crook'd noſes ; but, to own ſuch ſtraight arms, none, 

m. Son, let your mother end. „ R 

Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as hard 
as Caſſibelan: I do not ſay, I am one: but I have a hand 
— Why tribute? why ſhould we pay tribute? If Cæſar 
can hide the fun from us with a þlanket, or put the moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; elſe, 


Sir, no more tribute, pray you now, . 


Cym. You muſt know, 
Till the injurious Roman did extort | 
This tribute from us, we were free: Cæſar's ambition 
Which ſwell'd fo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
he ſides o the world), againſt all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to ſhake off; 
ecomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourfelves to be; we do. Say then to Cæſar, 


Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 


Ordain'd our laws; whoſe uſe the ſword of Cæſar 
Hath two much mangled; whoſe repair, and franchiſe, 
Thall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, _ 
hough Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made 
our laws, N 


Who was the firſt of Britain, wh ch did put 94 
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His brows within a golden crown, and calfd 


Himſelf a king. | 

Luc. | am ſorry, Cymbeline. 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Cæſar 
(far, that hath more kings his ſervants, than 
'Thyielf domeſtic officers) thine enemy: 
Receive it from me then: War and confuſion, 
In Cæſar's name pronounce I gainſt thee : look 
For fury not to be reſiſted: Thus defy'd, 
I thank thee for myſelf. 

Im. T hou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy Cæſar knighted me; my youth I ſpent 
Much under him: of him I gather'd honour 
Which he, to ſeck of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, would ſhew the Britons cold: 
So Cæſar ſhail not find them. 

Luc. Let proof ſpeak. 


Cat. His majeſty bids you welcome, Make paſtime 
with us a day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us after- 
wards in other.terms, you ſhall find us in our falt-water 


girdle ; if you beat us out ot it, it is your's ; if you fall 


in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the better for youz 


and there's an end. 
Ac. — Yo, Sir. | 


Gyr, I know your maſter's pleaſure, and he mine: 


/ £ 


All the remain is, welcome. [ Exeunt. 


_— 


* 


SCENE II. 


Another Room. Enter PIs Axio. as 
Piſ. How! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 


What monſters her accuſe ?—Leonatus “ 

O, after i what a ſtrange infection 

Is fa len into thine ear? What falſe Italian 

(As po ſonous-tongu''i, as handed) hath prevaiPd | 
On thy too ready hearing ?—Diſloyal? No: 
She's puniſh'd for her truth; and undergoes, 


More goddej;-like than wite-like, ſuch aflaulks 
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1 would take in ſome virtue, O my maſter! 

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunes, — How ! that ] ſhould murder ber! 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which 1 

Have made to thy command 21, her? — her blood ? 
If it be ſo to do good ſervice, never 

Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 

That I ſhould ſeem to lack humanity 

So much as this fact comes to? Do't: The letter 


[Reading ] 


That I have ſent her, by her own command, 

Shall give th:e opportunity; —O damn'd paper! 
Black as the ink that's on thee] Senſeleſs bauble! J 
Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'ſt 

So virgin-like without ?—Lo, here ſhe comes. 


Enter JMOGEN. 


16 am ignorant in what I am commanded. 
Imo. How now, Piſanio? 

Fil. Madam, here is a letter from my lord, 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus 3 J 
O, learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer 
Tl hat knew the ſtars, as I his characters; 
He'd lay the future open. You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd reliſh of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content—yet not, 
That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him 
(Some griefs are medicinable; that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſic love)—of his content, 
All but in that od wax, thy leave: Bleſt be, 
You bees, that make theſe locks of counſel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you caſt in priſon, yet 
You claſp young Cupid's tables.—Good news, gods! 


[Reading.] 


Juſtice, and your father's wrath, fhould he take me in his 
dominions, could not be jo cruel to me, as you, O the deareſt 
E creatures, wauld even renew me with your a Take no- 


CO 
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zice, that [ am in Cambria; at Milford- Haven : What pour 
own love will, out of this, adviſe you, follow. Sa, he wiſhes 
you all happineſs that remains loyal to his Vu, and Jour in- 
creaſing in love. 


LEoNArus PosTHUMUS. 


O, for a horſe wich wings ! Hear'ſt thou, Piſanio ? 
He i is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me 

How far tis thither, If one of mean affairs 

May plod it in a weeks, why may not! 
Gſide thither in a day? — Then, true Piſans, 
(Who long' ſt, like me, to ſee thy lord; who long'ſt 
O, let me hate but not like me ;—yet long' ſt 
But in a fainter kind ;—O, not like me; 

For mine's beyond, beyond), ), ſay, and ſpeak thick 
(Love's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of heating, 
To the ſmothering of the ſenſe), how far its is 

To this ſame bleſſed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 

To inherit ſuch a haven : But, firſt of all, 

How we may ſteal from hence; and, for the rap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence-going 
Lill our return, to excuſe: — but, firſt, how get hence : 
Why ſhould excuſe be born or eber begot? 
Wen talk of that hereafter. Pr” ythee, ſpeak, 

How many ſcore of miles may we well ride 
Twixt hour and hour? 
Piſ. One ſcare, *twixt ſun and ſun, 
Madam's, enough for you; and two much too. 
ino. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 


Could never go fo flow; I have heard of riding wagers, 


Where horles have been nimbler than the ſands 
"That run i' the clocks behalf But this i is foolery: — 
Go, bid my women feign a ſickneſs; ay 
She'll home to her father: and provide me, preſently, 
A riding ſuit; no coſtlier than would fit 
A franklin's houſewite. | 
Piſ. Madam, you're beſt conſider. | N 
Imo. ] fee before me man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues; but have a fog in tnem, 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to ſay ; 


Acce ſſible i is none but Milford way. [ Excunt. 


— — — — — — 
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SCENT. III. 


Changes to a Foreſt in Wales, with a Cave, 
Enter BELARIUS, GGUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel. A goodly day not to keep houſe, with ſuch 
Whoſe roof's as low as ours | Stoop, boys: this gate 


Inſtructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows you 


To morning's holy office: the gates of monarchs 


Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through 


And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Good- morrow to the ſun.— Hail, thou fair heaven! 


Wie houſe i' the rock, yet uſe chee not fo hardly 


As prouder livers do. 
 Guid. Hail, heaven! 

Arv. Hail, heaven! 

Bel. Now for our mountain's ſport. Up to yon hin, 
Your legs are young; I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place, which leſſens, and ſets off; 

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you, 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: 
This ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 

But being ſo allow'd : To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things we ſee: 

And often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 

Ihe ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold 

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 

is nobler, than attending for a cheek ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe; 

Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid- for filk : 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 


Let keeps his book uncros'd: no life to ours. 


Gui Out of your proof you ſpeak : we poor unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'the neſt; nor know dot 
What air's from home. Haply this life is beſt, 

If quiet life be beſt ; ſweeter to you, 
That have a ſharper known; well correſponding 
* your lt 287 ans unto us, it is / 


1 
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A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 
A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 

Aru. What ſhould we ſpeak of, 
When we are as old as you ? Wien we ſhall hae 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing: 
We are beaftly ; fubtle as the fox, for prey; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for that we eat: 
Qur valour is to chafe what flies; our cage 
Wesmake a quire, as doth the priſon'd bird, 
And ſing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you ſpeak ! 
Did you but know the city's uſuries, | 
And felt them knowingly: the art o' the age 
As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or ſo ſlippery, chax 
The fear's' as bad as falling; the toil of * war, 
A pain that only feems to eek out danger 
PF the name of fame, and honour ; which dies y the ſearch 
And hath as oft a flanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many times, 
Doth ill deſerve by going well; what's worſe, 
Muſt curt'ſy at the cenſure —0, boys, this ſtory 
The world may read in me: My body's ang 
With Roman {words ; and my report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note: Cymbeline lov'd me; 
And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off ; Then was I as a tree | 
Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit; but, in one nights 
A ftorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my n 
And leſt me bare to weather. 

Guid, Uncertain favour. 

Bel. My fault being nothing, (as I have told you oft} 
But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect honour, ſwore to Cymbeline 
I was confederate with the Romans: fo 
Follow'd my baniſhment ; and, theſe twenty years, 
This rock, and theſe demeſnes, have been my world: 
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Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom; pay'd 
More pious debts to heaven than in all 
The fore-end of my time. But up to the mountains 
This is not hunter's language: He that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſhall be lord o' the fealt ; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter ; | 
And we will fear no poiſon which attends 
In place of greater ſtate. I'll meet yon in the vallies. 

[ Exeunt GGUID. and Ax v. 
How hard it is, to hide the ſparks of nature | 


"Theſe boys know little they are ſons to the king; 


Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think they are mine: and, though train'd up thus 
meanly, 

P the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 

The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 

In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 

Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore— 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The king his father call'd Guiderius—Jove! 


When on my three- foot {tool J fit, and tell 


The warlike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 


Into my ftory ; fay—Thus mine enemy fell; 


And thus I jet my foot on bis neck; even then 

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 

That acts my words. The younger brother, Cad wal, 
Once Arviragus) in as like a figure, | 


* 


Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 


His own conceiving. Hark! the game is rouz'd |— 


O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conſcience, knows, 
Thoudid'ſt unjuſtly baniſh me : whereon, 


At three, and two years old, | ſtole theſe babes: 
Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

"Thou reft'ſt me of my land. Euriphile, 
Thou waſt their nurſe ; they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myſelf, Belarius, that am Morgon call'd, 

They take for natural father. The game is up. 
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SCENE IV. 

Near Milferd- Haven. Enter Pis AN lo, and IMOGEN. 4 
Ino. Thou told'ſt me, when we came from horſe, the 23 
place ; A 


Was near at hand: —ne'er long' d my mother 10 
To ſee me firſt, as I have now :—Piſanio! Man! 
Where is Poſthumus : ? What is in thy mind, 
That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus; 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond ſelf-explication ; put thyſelf 
1 a havior of leſs fear, ere wildneſs 
Vanquiſh my ſtaider ſenſes. What's the matter! ? 
Why tender'ſt thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If it be ſummer news, 
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'ſt 
But keep that countenace ſtil My huſband's hand | 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath eee . him, . 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, man: thy tongus 
May take off ſome extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Piſ. Pleaſe you, read; | 2 
And you ſhall find me, a e wan, a thing, 7 
The moſt diſdain'd of fortune. | 


In MOGEN reads. 3 
Thy miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play'd the ſirumpet in my | bed; 3 
the teſtimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. I ſpeak not out of | 3 


weak ſurmuſes ; but from proof as ſtrong as my grief, and a. 
certain as I expett my revenge. That part thou, Piſanio, © 7 


muſt act for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of 4 
her's. Let thine own hands take away her life : I ſhall give © 2 
thee opportunity at Milford- Haven : ſhe hath my letter for 70 11 4 
purpoſe : where, if thou fear to ſtrike, and to make me certain '2 
it 1s done, thou art the of ana to ver diſponour, and equally fe 1 


me diſloyal. 
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Piſ. What ſhall I need to draw my ſword? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. No; ttis ſlander ; 
Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword ; whole tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile; whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world: kings, queens, and ſtates, 
| Maids, matrons, nay, the ſecrets of the grave, 

This viperous flander enters. —What cheer, madam ? 

Imo. Falſe to his bed! what is it to be falſe? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 6 
To weep twixt clock and clock? if ſleep charge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myſelf awake? That's falſe to his bed, 

Is it? 3 

Piſ. Alas, good lady! i e 

Imo. I falſe? Thy conſcience witneſs: - Iachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of incontinency; | 
Thou then look'dſt like a villain ; now, methinks, 

Thy favour's good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whole mother was her painting, hath betray'd him : 
Poor I am ſtale, a garment out of faſhion ; 

And, for | am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I muſt be ript: to pieces with me IO, pong 
Men's vows are women's traitors! All good ſeeming, 
By thy revolt, O huſband, ſhall be thought 

Put on for villany ; not born, where't grows ; 

But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Piſ. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honeſt men being heard, like falſe Æneas, 
Were, in his time, though falſe : And Sinon's weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy tear; took pity | 
From moſt true wretchedneſs : So thou, Poſthumus 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men; CELLS 
Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 
From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou honeſt ; 
Do thou thy maſter's bidding: When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my obedience: Look!! 

I draw the ſword myſelf: take it; and hit 
The innocent manſion of my love, my heart: 
Fear not; tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy niafter is not there: who was, indeed, 
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Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a coward. 
Pil. Hence, vile inſtrument! 


© <L 
— 


Thou ſha't not damn my hand. = 

Imo. Why, I muſt die; = 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art = 
No ſervant of thy maſter's ; Againſt ſelf-laughter = 
There is a prohibition ſo divine, = 
That craven's my weak hand. Come, here's my heartz— 


Somethiag's afore't :—Soft, foft; we'll no defence; 5 
Obedient as the ſcabbard. What is here ? = 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, : 3 
Al] turn'd to hereſy ? Away, away, 

Corrupters of my faith ! you ſhall no more 

Be ſtomachers to my heart! Thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers: Though, thoſe that are betray * 
Do feel the treaſon ſharply, yet the traitor 


And thou, Poſthumus, that didſt ſet up 

My diſobedience *gaiaft the king my father, 

And mad'ſt me put into contempt the ſuits 

Of prinecely fellows, ſhalt hereafter find 

It is no act of common paſſage, but 

A ſtrain of rareneſs; And I grieve myſelf, 

To think, when thou ſhalt be Fe by her 
That now thou tir'ſt on, how thy memor 

Will then be pang'd by me. Pr'ythee; diſpatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher : Where 8 'thy knife? 


Thou art too flow to do thy maiter's bidding, | "= 
When I deſire it tog, —þ 1 
Piſ. O gracious lady - 9 
Since I receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, | 1 
I have not ſlept one wink. Ne 2 
Imo. Do't, and to-bed then. 1 
Pif. Il wake mine eye- balls blind firſt. 1 
Imo. Wherefore then A 
Did'ft undertake it? Why haſt thou abus'd "1 


So many many miles, with a pretence ? this place? 
Mine action, and thine own ? our horſes? labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
For my being abſent ; whereunto I never 
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Purpoſe to return? Why haſt thou gone fo far, 
To be unbent, when thou haſt ta'en thy ſtand, 


The elected deer before thee ? 


Pi. But to win time 45 ; 
To loſe ſo bad employment: in the which 
1 have conſidered of a courſe : Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. | 
Ino. Talk thy tongue weary ; ſpeak : 
I have heard, I am a ſtrumpèt; and mine ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But ſpeak. 
Piſ. Then, madam, | 
I thought you would not back again. 
Imo. Moſt like; OR 
Bringing me here to kill me. | e 
Pif. Not ſo, neither: | | 
But if I were as wiſe as honeft, then 
My purpoſe would prove well. It cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus'd : 
Some villain, ay, and ſingular in his art, 
Hath done you both this curſed injury. 
Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 
Pi. No, on my life. | 5 
I'll give but notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody ſign of ic; for *tis commanded 
I ſhould do fo: You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 
Imo. Why, good fellow, | Fr 
What ſhall J do the while; Where bide ?— ow live? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband ? | 
Piſ. If you'll back to court _ 
Imo. No court, no father, nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple, nothing; 
That Cloten, whoſe love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. | 
Piſ. If not at court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 
Imo. Where then? 


 Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines? Day, night, . 


Are they not but in Britain? J the world's volume J 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; D 
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In a great pool a ſwan's neſt : Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Piſ. J am moſt glad | 
You think of other place. The ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow : now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is! and but diſguife 
That, which, to appear itſelf, muſt not yet be, 
But by ſelf-danger ; you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, haply, near 
The reſidence of Poſthumus ; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for ſuch means! | Es 
Though peri! to my modeſty, not death on't, 
] would adventure. 

Piſ. Well, then, here's the point: 
You muſt forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience; fear and nicenefs 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Women its pretty ſelf,) into a waggiſh courage; 
Ready in EyDes, quick-anſwer'd, faucy, and 
As quarrellous as a weaſel: nay, you muft 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your cheek, 
Expoling it (but, O, the harder heart! 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kithng Titan; and forget 
Your labourſome and dainty trims, wherein. 
You made great Juno angry. | 

Imo. Nay, be brief; 
[ ſee into thy end, and am almoſt _ 
A man already. 

Pi. Firſt, make yourſelf but like one. 
Forethinking this, I have already fit 
(Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hoſe, all | 
That anſwer to them: would you In their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow T4 


From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, fore noble Lucius 


Preſent yourſelf, defire his ſervice, tell him 


Wherein you are happy (which you'll make him kn 


py 


If that his head have car in muſic,) doubtlefs, 


Aw. 
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With joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad 


You have me, rich; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 
1. Thou art all the comfort 


The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away: 
There's more to be conſider'd; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us: This attempt 


I am a ſoldier to, and will abide it | 
With a prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 


Piſ. Well, madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewell: 


Left, being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 


Your carriage from the court. My noble miſtreſs, 


Here is a box; I had it from the queen; 


What's in't is precious: if you are fick at ſea, 


Or ſtomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 


Will drive away diſtemper.-——To ſome ſhade, 


And fit you to your manhood :— May the gods 


Direct you to the beſt ! 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. 


[ Excunt, 


a 


SCENE V. 


The Palace of CYMBELINE. 


Enter CymBELINE, Queen, CLor Ex, Lucius, 


and Lords. 


Im. Thus far; and fo farewell. 
Ear, Thanks, rom flew. 
My emperor hath wrote: I muft from hence ; 
And am right ſorry that I mult report ye 
My maſter's enemy. 15 

Gm. Our fubjeCts, fr, 
Will not endure his yoke; and for ourſelf 


To ſhew leis ſovereinty than they, muſt needs 


Appear unkinglike. 

Luc. So, fir, I deſire of you 5 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.— 
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you! 
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Im. My lords, you are appointed for that office; 
The due of honour in no point omit : 


do, farewell, noble Lucius. EE 
Luc. Your hand, my lord. - 
Clit. Receive it friendly: but from this time forth 4 
I wear it as your enemy. 1 
Luc. Sir the event | | 1 
Is yet to name the winner: Fare you well. 1 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 5 
"Till he have croſt the Severn.— Happineſs * # 


[Exit Lucius, S. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it honours us $ 
That we have g given him cauſe. 
Clot. Tis all the better; 
Your valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 
Om. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes there. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our chariots and our horſemen be in readineſs : 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 
Queen. Tis not ſleepy buſineſs ; 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
Cm. Our expeCation that it ſhould be thus, 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle qucen, 
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day: She looks us like 
A- thing more made of malice than of duty; 
We have noted it, —Call her before us ; for 
We have been too light in ſufferance. 1 a Servant. 
ueen. Royal fir, 1 
Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir'd 3 
Hath her life been : 'the cure whereof, m lord, Þ 
Dis time muſt do, *Befeech your 4095 I; : 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her: She's a lady = {HR 'Y 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, „ Y 
And ſtrokes death to her. _.' r 


5 Re-enter the Serves: d i Lint RL 
Im. Where i is the, fir? How e BZ 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? ae” 
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Serv. Pleaſe yon, fir, 
Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to the loud of noiſe we make. 
Queen. My lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe ; 
Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer : this 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 
Cm. Her doors lock d? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which J fear, 
Prove falſe? [ Exit, 
Queen. Son, | ſay, follow the king. 
Clot. That man of her's, Piſanio, her old ſervant, 
I have not ſeen theſe two days. | Exit. 
Queen. Go, look after.— pop 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſthumus 1— 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply, deſpair hath ſeiz'd her; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her defir'd Poſthumus : Gone ſhe is, | 
To death, or to diſhonour ; and my end 
Can make good uſe of either: She being down, 
I have the placing of the Britiſh crown, 


„ ; 


Re-enter CLOTEN. 


How now, my fon? + © © 
Clot. *Tis certain, ſhe is fled: 
Go in and cheer the king; he rages, none 
Dare come about him. | 
Queen. All the better: Mays ET 
This night foreſtall him of the coming day ! | 
eat re £22, Dd ent: Baden; 
Aut. I love and hate her: for ſhe's fair and royal; 
And that ſhe hath all courtly parts more exquifite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 
The beſt, ſhe hath, and ſhe, of all compounded, 
{)utſells them all; I love her therefore; But D3 
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| Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on hs FX 
| The low Poſthumus, flanders fo her Fist h 9 
| | That what elſe rare, is choak'd ; and, in that point, 5 
1 J will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 2 
| To be reveng'd upon her. For, when "fools © 5 
Wt 4 
| | Enter PIs AN io. 7 
1 Shall Who is here? What! are you packing, ſirrah? 2 
l Come hither. Ah, you precious pander l Vi lain, | _ 
ll Where is thy lady? In a word; or elſe 5 
if Thou art ſtraightway with the fiends. 3 
il 8. O- <= my lord! E 
1 Cet Where is hy lady? or, by Jupiter, 1 
Wil I will not aſk again. Cloſe villain, 4 
1 I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip = 
ul Thy heartto find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus? 1 
wil From whoſe {o many weights of baſeneſs cannot = 
ll A dram of worth be drawn. 
if _  Ptſ. Alas, my lord, 
fl How can ſhe be with him? Wiken was s the miſs d ? ; 
0 He is in Rome. | I 
1 ot. Where is the, fir? Come nearer; | — 
| No further balting.: Aatisfy me Weine 3 
1 What is become of her? | 2 
lit Piſ. O, my all-worthy lord! SOD 3 
It Chit., All-worthy vilain? I 
171 Diſcover where thy miſtreſs is, at once, | 'Y 
| At the next word No more of worthy lord = 
| |  Spza, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is 1 
| Th hy condemnation and thy death, | u ie TRE F 
| | P;{. Then, fir, . 3 ? 
[if This paper isgþe hiſtory of my were: PER ; 
11118 | TAKE, ker flight. 11 3 
14 Ciot. Let's ſeeꝰt Lt will purſye her t e = 
11 Even to Auguſtus's throne, , e CORES a i 
TO ng Ho touts i 1 
11 She far,gnough 3, and what he learns by this 
- Wit M 4 prove e hes danger. . 
| k. * 1 {: $5 Nene 4 TEES. | 
Ii 
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- Pi. I'll write to my lord ſhe's dead. O, Imogen, 
Safe may'ſt thou wander, ſafe return again! 5 

Clot. Sirrah, is this letter true! 

P:/. Sir, as I think. hes 

Chet. It is Poſthumus' hand; I know't.—Sirrah, if 
thou would'ſt not be a villain, but do me true ſervice, un- 
dergo thoſe employments wherein I ſhould have cauſe to 
uſe thee, with a ſerious induſtry; that is, what villany 
ſoe er I bid thee do, to perform it directly and truly—I 
would think thee an honeſt man: thou ſhould'ſt neither 
want any means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy pre- 
ferment. 33 | 

Piſ. Well, my good lord. | 
__ Chit. Wilt thou ſerve me? For ſince patiently and con- 
ſtantly thou haſt ſtuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Poſthumus, thou can'ſt not, in the courſe of gratitude, 
but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me? 

Piſ. Sir I will. 2 8 85 

Clot. Give me thy hand, here's my purſe. Haſt any 
of thy late maſter's garments in thy poſſeſſion? 

Piſ. I have my lord, at my lodging, the ſame ſuit he 
wore when he took leave of my lady and miſtreſs. 

Clit. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that ſuit 
hither : let it be thy firſt ſervice; go. | 

Piſ. I ſhall, my lord. | [ Exit. 
Chit. Meet thee at Milford-Haven :—— I forgot to 
aſk him one thing; Ill remember't anon: Even there, 


thou villain Poſthumus, will I kill thee.—I would theſe 


garments were come. She ſaid upon a time (the bitter» 
neſs of it | now belch from my heart), that ſhe held the 
very garment of Poſthumus in more reſpeR than my no- 

ble and natural perſon together with the adornment of Ty 
qualities. With that ſuit upon my back, will J raviſ 
her: Firſt kill him, and in her eyes, there ſhall ſhe ſee 
my valour, which will then be a torment to her contempt. 
He on the ground, my ſpeech of inſultment ended on his 
dead body—and when my luſt hath dined (which, as I 
to ſay, vex her, I will execute in the clothes that ſhe ſo 
prais'd,) to the court I'll knock her back, foot her home 
again. She hath deſpis'd me rejoicingly, and I'll be mer- 
ry in my revenge. To eh a Bet 2: 
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BP; enter PIs AN 10, with the Clithes, 
Be thoſe the garments ? 12/2444, 
Pi. Ay, my noble 1694 | 


Clot. How long is't ſince ſhe went to  Milford-Haven 3 2 
Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 


Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the 


ſecond thing that I have command. thee: the third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my deſign. Be but 
duteous, and true preferment {hall tender itfelf to thee.— 
My revenge is now at Milford ; would I had wings ta 
follow it come, and be true. 9 8 [ Exit, 
Pij. Thou bidd'ſt me to my loſs : for true to thee 
Were to prove falle, which! will never be 
To him that is moſt true. To Milford go. 
And find not het whom thou purſu'ſt. Flow, flow, 
You heavenly bleflings, on ber ! This tool's ſpeed 
Be croſt with llownels, labour be his meed ! 


— "y LF” . * 


SCENE 2 


The Foreſt and Cave. 


Enter IMoGEN 2 40 Boy s Clothes. 


Tino. Ike a man's life is a tedious one: 
I have tired myſelf; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But my refolution belps me. — Milford, ” 


| When from the mountain: top Piſanio ſhew'd my” 


Thou waſt within a ken: O Jove, | think 
T6:ndations' fly the wretched : ſuch, I mean, KEY: 
Were they ould be reliev'd. Two beggars told me 
I could not miſs my way: Will poor folk lie, | 
That have afffictions on them; knowing tis M0 
A puniſhment, or trial? Yes: no wonder, 150 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true: To lapſeiin fulneſs - 
Is ſorer than to lie for need; and falſehood  - © 


Is worſe in kings than beggars. —My dear lord! 


Thou art one o' the falſe ones: Now I think on thee, 
My hunger” s gone ; but even before I was 
At point to fink for food: But what is this? 


Here is a path to it: 'Tis ſome ſavage bold: 4 


* 
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I were beſt not call; I dare not call: yet famine, 

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

Plenty and peace breeds cowards ; hardneſs ever 

Of hardineſs is mother. — Ho !—who's here? 

If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; if ſavage, 

Take, or lend. —Ho!—No anſwer ?. then I'll enter. 
Beſt draw my ſword; and if mine enemy 

But fear the ſword like me, hel! ſcarcely lock on't. 
Such a foe, good neavens | [ She goes into the cave. 


Enter BELARIUs, GUIDERI1Us, and ARvIRAGUS. - 


Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd beſt woodman, and 
Are maſter of the feaſt: Cadwal and I 
Will play the cook and ſervant; *tis our match: 
The ſweat of induſtry would dry and die, 
But for the end it works to. Come; our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely ſavoury : Wearinefs 
Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now, peace be here, 
Poor houſe, that keep'it thyſelf! 
Guid. I am throughly weary. _ | 
Ard. I am weak with toil, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Guid. There's cold meat i” the cave; we'll brouze on 
„ that | 5 | 
Whilſt what we have kill'd be cook'd. 15 
Bel. Stay; come not in :;— | [ Looking in. 
But that it eats our victuals, I ſhould think 
Here were a fairy. 
Guid. What's the matter, fir? 
Bel By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not, 
An earthly paragon !—Behold divineneſs 
No elder than a boy! . | 


Enter IMOGEN. | 
Imo. Good maſters, harm me not: 
Before | enter'd here I call'd, and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what 1 have took: Good 
F troth, i RO ACE 4 7 
L have ſtolen nought, nor would not, though I had foui:d 


— — 
— —— — — 
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Gold ſtrew'd o' the floor. Here's money for my meat: 


J would have left it on board ſo ſoon 
As] had made my meal: and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 
Guid. Money, youth ? 
Arv. All gold and ſilver turn to dirt; 
As *tis no better recko d but of thoſe 
W ho worſhip dirty gods. | 
Imo. I ſee you are angry: 


Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 


Have dy'd had I not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound? 
Imo. To Milford-Haven. 
Bel. What is your name? 
Imo. Fidele, ſir: I have a kinſman who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd at Milford; 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
I am fallen in this offence. | 
Bel. Pr'ythee fair youth, 


Think us no churls ; nor meaſure our good minds 


By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd ! 
"Tis almoſt night; you ſhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it.— 
Boys, bid him welcome. 5 
Guida, Were you a woman, youth, _ 
I ſhould woo hard but be your groom. In honeſty 
I bid for you as I'd buy. NO OE Wn rot 
Arxv. I'll make't my comfort, | 
He is a man; I' love him as my brother: 
And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 


After long abſence, ſuch is yours: Moſt welcome 


Be ſprightly, for you fall *mongft friends, 
Imo. .] Mongſt friends 3 | 
If brothers? — Would it had been fo, that they 
Had been my father's ſons! then had my prize 
Been leſs; and ſo more equal ballaſting _ 
To thee, Poſthumus. 8 
Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 
Guid. Would I could free't! * 
Arv. Or I; whate'er it be, LN 
What pain it coſt, what danger! gods! 
"Be: Hark, be!! 


[Yhifpering 


— 2 ? ; g r 
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So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 
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Imo. Great men 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, a 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes), 


Could not out- peer theſe twain. Pardon me, gods ! 


I'd change my ſex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus? falſe— 


Bel. It ſhall be fo: | | 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt.— Fair youth, come in: | 
Diſcourſe is heavy faſting; when we have ſupp'd, 
We'll mannerly T thee of thy ſtory, 


Guid. Pray draw near. | | 
Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, leſs 


welcome. 
Imo. Thanks, fir. 
_ rv. I pray, draw near. [Excunt. 
SCENE VII. ö 


Rome. Enter two Roman Senators and Tribunes, 


1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ : 
Tha“ fince the common men are now in action 
*Gainft the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars againſt 
The falPn-off Britons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this buſineſs: He creates 
Lucius pro- conſul; and to you, the tribunes, 

For this immediate levy he commands 
His abſolute commiſſion. Long live Czar ! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? 

2 Sen. Ay. I 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 

x Sen. With thoſe legions 
Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your tevy 
Muſt be ſuppliant: The words of your commiſſion 
Will tie you to the numbers and the time 
Of their diſpatch. 


Tri. We will diſcharge our duty.  [Exeunt. 
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AC IF. SCENE a 


The Pak near the Cave, Enter . 
Cbten. A 


1 AM near to the place where they ſhould meet, if Piſa. 


nio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garments ſerve me! 
Why ſhould his miſtreſs, who was made by him that 
made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather ſaving reve» 
rence of the word), for 'tis ſaid a woman's fitneſs comes 
by fits. Thereja J mult play the workman. I dare ſpeak 
it to myſelf (for it is not vain-glory for a man and his 
glaſs to confer; in his own chamber I mean) the lines 
of my body are as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more 
ſtrong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the 
advantage of the time, above him in birth, alike cenver- 
fant in ceneral ſervice, and more remarkable in ſingle op- 
poſitions: : yet this imperſeverant thing loves him in m 

deſpight, What mortality is! Poſthumus, thy head, 

which is now growing upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall within 
this hour be off; thy miſtreſs enforc'd; thy garments cut 
to pieces before thy face; and, all this done, ſpurn her home 
to her father, who may, haply, be a little angry for my 
ſo rough uſage; but my mother, having power of his teſ- 
tineſs, ſhall turn all into my commendations. My horſe 
is ty'd up ſafe: Out ſward, and to a fore purpoſe ! For- 
tune put them into my hand! This is the very deſcrip- 
tion of their meeting place ; and the fellow dares not de- 
ceive me. 5 Exit. 


* = 
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SCENE 1. 
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The Cave. Enter 1 GupERI⁰ s, Anvinic Us, 
and IMOGEN. 


Bel. You are not well: remain here in the cave 
da come to you alex hunting. 
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Arv. Brother, ſtay here: [To IMOGEN, 

Are we not brothers? | 
Imo. So man and man ſhould be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity 

Whoſe duſt is both alike. I am very ſick. 

Guid, Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So ſick J am not; yet | am not well 

But not ſo citizen a wanton as 

To ſeem to die ere ſick: So pleaſe you, leave me; 

Stick to your journal courſe : the breach of cuſtom 

Is breach of all, I am ill; but your being by me 

Cannot amend me : Socicty has no comfort 

To one not ſogiable: I am not very lick, 

vince | can reaſon of it. Pray you, truſt me here: 

UN rob none but myſelf; and let me die 

Stealing ſo poorly. 

Guid. | love thee ; I have ſpoke it: 

How mucn the quantity, the weight as much, 

As | do love my father. | 
Bel. What? how? how? . 
Arv. If it be fin to fay ſo, fir, I yoke me 

In my good brother's fault : I know not why, 

I love this youth; and | have heard you ſay 

Love's reaſon's without reaſon : the bier at the door 

Aud a demand, who is't ſhall die, I'd fay, 

Ay father, not this youth. 

Bel. O noble ſtrain 

O worthineſs of nature ! breed of greatnels ! 

Cowards father cowards, and baſe things fire bale : 

Nature hath meal and bran ; contempt and grace. 

I am not their father ; yet who this thould be 

Doth miracle itſelf, lov'd before me. 

*Tis the ninth hour o' the morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewell, 

Imo. I wiſh ye (port. 

Ary. You health. So pleaſe you, fir. 

Imo. | Afide.) Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard! 

Our courtiers ſay all's ſavage but at court: 

Experience, O, thou diſprov'ſt report! 

The imperious ſeas breed monſters; for the diſh 

Poor tributary rivers as ſweet fiſh. 


1 
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I am ſick fill ; heart-fick : 
PIl now taſte of thy drug. 
Guid. I could not ſtir him: 
He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 
Aru. Thus did he anſwer me: yet ſaid, hereafter 
I might know more. 
Bel. To the field, to the field: | 
We'll leave you for this time; go in and reſt. 
Aru. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not ſick, 
For you muſt be our houſewife. 
Imo. Well or ill 
I am bound to you. [ Exit IMOGEN; 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
'This youth, howe'er diftreſs'd, appears he hath had 
Good anceſtors. | | 
Aru. How angel-like he ſings ! 
Guid, But his neat cookery ! 
He cuts out roets in characters; 
And ſauc'd our broths as Juno had been ſick, 
And he her dieter. 
Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A ſmiling with a ſigh, as if the ſigh 
Was that it was from not being ſuch a ſmile ; 
The ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would fly 
From fo divine a temple to commix 
With winds that ſailors rail at. 
Guid. I do note | | x 
That grief and patience, rooted in him, both 
Mingle their ſpurs together. 
” Arv. Grow, patience ! 
And let the ſtinking elder; grief, untwine 
His periſhing root with the increafing vine! 


Piſanioy 


Bel. It is great morning. Come; away.--Who's there? 


Enter CLOTEN. 


Clit. I cannot find thoſe runagates; that villain 

_ Hath mock'd me: I am faint. 1 
Biel. Thoſe runagates | 

Means he not us? I partly know him; *tis | 

Cloten, the ſon o' the queen. I fear ſome ambuſh. 


— — — — 
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1 faw him not this many years, and yet Mt. 
I know tis he: We are held as outlaws :—Hence; 
Guid, He is but one :—you and my brother ſearch 
What companies are near: pray you away; 
Let me alone with him. 
[ Exeunt BELARIVS and ARVIRAGUS, 
Ct. Soft! What are you | 
That fly me thus ? ſome villain mountaineers ? 
I have heard of ſuch. — What ſlave art thou? 
Guid, A thing | 
Mare ſlaviſh did I ne'er than anſwering 
A !ave without a knock. 
Clot. Thou art a robber, | 
A law- breaker, a villain: yield thee, thief. 
Guid. To who? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for | wear not 


My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art; 
Why I ſhould yield to thee? 


Clot. Thou villain baſe, 
Rnow'ſt me not by my clothes? 
Guid. No, nor thy tailor, raſcal, 
Who is thy grandfather ; he made thoſe clothes, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 
Ct, Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 
Guid, Hence thence, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome fool; 
I am loth to beat thee. 
Clot. Thou injuri6us thief, % 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 
_ Guid. What's thy name? 
Clit. Cloten, thou villain. 8 
Guid, Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
cannot tremble at it; were it toad, adder, lpider, 
*T would move me ſooner. | 
Ct. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confuſion thou ſhalt know 
I am ſon to the queen. . 
Guid. J am ſorry for't; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 
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| Cht. Ar't not afraid? 
Guid. Theſe that I reverence, thoſe 1 fear—the wiſe: 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Chit, Die the death: 
When [I have ſlain thee with my proper hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads : 


Yield, ruſtic mountaineeer |! [ Fight, and exeunt. 


Enter BELARIUS and ARVIRGUS. 


Bel. No company” $ abroad. 

Ard. None in the world: you did miſtake him, ſure. 

Bel. I cannot tell: Long is it ſince I ſaw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking, were as his: I am abſolute, 
"F'was very Cloten. 

-Arv. In this place we left them: 

{ wiſh my brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being ſcarce made up, 
mean to man he had not apprehenſion f 
Of roaring terrors; for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cauſe of fear. But ſee, thy brother 


Re-enter GUIDERI1IUs with CLOTEN's Head. 


Guid. This Cloten was a fool; an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't: not Herkules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none ; 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head as | do his. 

Bel. What haſt thou done? 


Guid. I am perfect, what: cut off one Cloten's head, 


Son to the queen, after his own report; 

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer; and ſwore 

With his own fingle hand he'd take us in, 

Diſplace our heads, where, thank the gods they grow, 

And ſet them on Lud's town. 
Bel. We are all undone. 
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Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But tht he ſwor» tc tae our lives? The av 
Protects ot us; then why ſhould we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of fleth tiircat us? 
Play judge ana execurioner all himſelf? 
For we do fear the law? What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? | 
Bel. No fingle foul | 
Can we ſet eye on, but, in all ſafe reaſon, 
He muſt have ſome attendants. Though his honour 
Was nothing but mutation; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worſe; not frenzy, not 
Abſolute madneſs could ſo far have rav'd, 
To bring him here alone: Although, perhaps, 
It may be heard at court, that ſuch as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time 


May make ſome ſtronger head; the which he hearing | 


(As it is like him) might break out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in: yet is't not probable 


To come alone, either he ſo undertaking, 


If we do fear, this body hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance | 

Come as the gods forefay it: howſoc'er, 

My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 

To hunt this day: the boy Fidele's ſickneſs 

Did make my way long forth. 

__ Guid, With his own ſword, 

Which he did wave againſt my throat, I have ta'en 

His head from him: I'll throw it into the creek 

Behind our rock; and let it to the ſea, 

And tell the fiſhes he's the queen's fon, Cloten : 

That's all I reck. [ Exit, 
Bel. I fear *twill be reveng'd : | 

Would, Polydore, thou had'ſt not done't | though valour 

Becomes thee well enough. | | 
Arv. Would I had done't, 

So the revenge alone purſu'd me !—Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much E 


Or they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we fear, 
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Thou haft robb'd me of this deed: I would revenges, 

That poſſible ſtiength might meet, would ſeek us through 

And put us to our anſwer "fin : 
Bel. Well, 'tis done :— 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor feek for danger 

Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee to our rock; 

You and Fidele play the cooks ; I'll ſtay 

Till haſty Polydore return, and bring him 

To dinner preſently. 
Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! 

I'll willingly to him: To gain his colour 

I'd let a pariſh of ſuch Cloten's blood, | 

And praiſe myſelf for charity. [ Exits 
Bel. O thou goddeſs, | 

Thou divine Nature, thou thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 

In theſe two princely boys! They are as gentle 

As zephrys, blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough, 

Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rudeſt wind 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him ſtoop to the vale. Tis wonderful 

That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 

Jo royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught 

Civility not ſeen from other ; valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 

As if it had been ſow'd! Yet till it's ſtrange 

What Cloten's being here to us portends; 

Or what his death will bring us. 


Re-enter GUIDERIUS. 


Guid. Where's my brother: | 
I have ſent Cloten's clot-pole down the.ſtream 
In embaſly to his mother; his body's hoſtage 15 
For his return. [Sclemn muſic. 
Bel. My ingenious inſtrument! ar 
Hark, Polydore, it ſounds! But what occaſion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark! 
Guid. Is he at home:? 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
_ Guid. What does he mean? ſince death of my deareſt 
mother | 
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It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn accidents The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys; 

Is Cadwal mad ? 


Re-enter ARVIRAGUS, with IMOGEN, as dead, bearing 
her in his arms. 


Bel. Look, —here he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion in his arms 
Of what we blame him for | 
Arv. The bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have ſkipp'd from ſixteen years of age to ſixty, 
And turn'd my leaping time-into a crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 
Guid. Oh ſweeteſt; faireſt lily ! 
My brother wears thee not the one half ſo 
As when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. 
Be! O, melancholy ! 
Who ever yet could found thy botrom? find 
The ooze to ſhew what coalt thy fluggiſh care 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in? Thou blelled thing! 
Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made ; but 4 
Thou dy'ſt, a moſt rare boy, of melancholy !— | 
How found you him? 
Aru, Stark, as you ſee; 
Thus ſmiling as ſome fly had tickled lumber, 
Not as death's daft, being laugh'd at : his right cheek 
Repoſing on a cuſhioh. 
Guid. Where? 
Aru. O' the floor; 
His arms thus leagu'd ; I thought he ſlept: and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudeneſs 
Anſwer'd my {teps too loud. 
Guid. Why, he but ſleeps: 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female faires will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee, 
 Arv. With faireſt flowers, 
Whilſt ſummer laſts and | live here, Fidele, E 2 
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I'll ſweeten thy ſad grave: Thou ſhalt not lack 
The flower that's like thy face, pale primroſe; nor 
The azur'd hare- bel, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to ſlander, 
Out- ſweeten'd not thy breath: the ruddock would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, fore - ſnaming 
Thoſe rich- left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument!) bring thee all this; 
Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground thy corſe. 

Guia, Pr'ythee have done; 
And do not play in wench- like words with that 
Which is fo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To the grave. 

Ary. Say, where ſhall's lay him? 

Guid, By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Aru. Bet ſo: 
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; uſe like note and words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be F idele, 

Guid. Cadwal, 
J cannot ſing : PI weep, and wort i it with thee : 
For notes af ſorrow out of tune e worſe 
Than prieſts and fanes that lie. 

Aru. We'll ſpeak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs I ſee medicine the leſs: for Cloter: 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's ſon, boys 
And though he*came our enemy, remember, 
He was paid for that: Though mean and mighty rotting 
Together have one duft ; yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make diſtinction 
Of place twixt high and low. Our foe was princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Guid. Pray you, fetch him hither, 
Therſites' body is as good as Ajax. 
When neither are alive. 

Aro. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll fay our ſong the Whilſt.— Brother, begin. Ws 

[ Exit BEx. 
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} Guid, Nay, Cadwal, we muſt lay his head to the eaſt ; 
1 My father hath a reaſon for't. 
Aro *Tis true. | 
Huid. Come on then, and remove him, 
Arv. Sdo—Begin. 
| SUNG. 


Guid. Fear no more the heat o“ the ſun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 


1 Thou thy worldly taſe haft done, 

: Home art gone, and ta en thy wages; 
* Both galden lads and girls ail muſt, 

5 As chimney-ſweepers, come to duſt. 
6. Arv. Fear no more the frown o the gr eat, 


Thou art paſt the tyrants ſtroke ; 
Care no more t9 clothe and eat; 

_- To thee the reed is as the oat: 
3 The ſceptre, learning, phyſic, muſt 
3 All follow this, and come to duſt. 
Guid. Fear no more the lightning-flaſh, 
Arv. Nor the all-dreadful thunder-ſtone; 
Guid, Fear not fluader, cenſure raſh ; | 
Arv. Thau "aft finiſh'd joy and moan: 
Both. All le ers young, all levers muſt 

Conſign to ihee, and come to duſt, 
Guid: No exorciſer harm thee | 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee 1 
Guid. Ghoſt unlaid forbear thee l 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee! . 
Both. Quit conſummation haue; 


Aud renotuned be thy graue 


Re-enter BELARUS, with the Body of CLOTEN, 


Z Guid. We haye done our obſequies. Come, lay him 


Bel. Here's a few flowers; but about midnight more: 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night, | 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for graves. —Upon their faces ;— 
You were as flower's now wither'd: even ſo. | 
Theſe herb'lets ſhall which we upon you ſtrow.— 

Come on, away; apart upon our knees, E 3 
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The ground that gave them firſt has them again: : 
Their pleaſure here is paſt, ſo is their pain. [ Exeunt, 


IMOGEN awaking. 


Ino. Yes, fir, to Milford-Haven; Which is . way ! 
] thank you.—By yon buſh ?—Pray how far thither ? 

O'ds piitikins ? can it be ſix miles vet ?— 

I have gone all night: — Faith PI] lie down and fleep, 
But (oft! no bedfellow O gods and godreffe\: 

| Sceini the Body. . 

Theſe flowers are like the pleaſures of the world; 

This bloody man the care on't.—I hope I dream; 

For, fo, I thought J was a cave- kweper, 

And cook to honeſt creatures: But *tis not fo ; 

"Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing. 

Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are ſometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
1 tremble ſtil] with fear: but if there be 
Vet left in heaven as ſmall a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it! 

Ihe dream's here ſtill: even when I wake it is 
Without me as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs man! The garments of Polthumus ! 
| know the ſhape of his leg: this is his hand 

His foot Mercurial; his martial-thigh ; 

"The brawns of 1 but his jovial face 
Murder in heaven ?—How-?—Tis gone. — Piſanio, 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee | Thou 
Conſpir'd with that irreligious devil, Cloten, 

Faſt here cut off my lord. —To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous !——Damn'd Piſanio 
Hath with his forged letters ——damn'd Piſanio- 
From this moſt braveſt veſſel of the world 
Struck the main-top !—O, Poſthumus ! alas, 
here is thy head? where's that? Ay me! where's that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 

And left this head on, How ſhould this be? Piſanio? 7 
*Tis he and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have Jay'd this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The vg he we me, which he faid was precious | 
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And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to the ſenſes ? That confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's : O! 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 

Which chance to find us: O, my lord! my lord! 


Enter Lucius, Captains, Ic. and à Soothſayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garriſon'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have croſs'd the ſca; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ſhips : 
They are in readineſs. | 

Luc. But what from Rome? 

Cap. The ſenate hath ſtirr'd up the confiners 
And gentlemen of Italy ; moſt willing ſpirits, 


® That promiſe noble ſervice; and they come 


Under tne conduct of bold Iachimo, 
Syenna's brother. 
Luc. When expect you them ? 
p. With the next benefit o' the wind. 

Luc. | his forwardneſs 
Takes our hopes fair. Command our preſent numbers 
Be muſter'd; bid the captain look to't. Now, fir, 
What have you dream'd of late of this war's purpoſe! 

Sooth. Laſt night the very gods ſhew'd me a viſion 
(I tait, and pray'd for their intelligence): Thus :— 
1 ſaw ſove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the ſpongy ſouth to this part of the weſt, 
There vaniſh'd in the ſun- beams: which portends 
(Unleſs my fins abuſe my divination) _ 
Succeſs to the Roman hoſt. | 

Luc. Dream often ſo, | 
And never falſe, — Soft, ho ! what trunk is here, 
Without his top? The ruin ſpeaks, that ſometjme 
It was a worthy building. — How! a page 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him? But dead rather: 
For nature doth abhor ro make his bet 1 
With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead. —— 
Let's ſee the boy's tace. | 

Cap. He is alive, my lord, 


- 


Luc, He'll then inſtruct us of this body. Voung one 
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Inform us of thy fortunes ; for it ſeems 

They crave to be demanded : Who is this 

Thou mak'ſt thy bloody pillow? Or who was he 
Thar, otherwiſe than noble nature did, 

Hath alter d that good picture? What's thy intereſt 
In this fad wreck? How cameit? Who is it? 
What art thou ? 

Imo. I am nothing: or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maſter, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies ſlain: Alas! 

There are no more ſuch maſters : I may wander 
From eaſt to accident, cry out for ſervice, 

Try many, all good, ſerve * never 

Find ſuch another maſter. 

' Luc. Lack, good youth! 

Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining than 
Thy maſter in bleeding: Say his name, good friend. 

Ino. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hears I hope Aae. 
They'll pardon it. Say you, fir ? 

Luc. * hy name. 

Imo. F idele. Hi.. 

Luc. Thou doſt approve thyſelf the very ſame: 
Thy name well fits thy faith; thy faith thy name. 
VViit take thy chance with me? I will not ſay, 
Thou Halt be ſo well maſter'd ; but, be fure, 

No leſs belov'd. The roman emperor's letters, 
Sent Þy a conſul to me, ſhould not ſooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 

Imo. I'll follow, fir. But firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, 
Ill hide my maſter from the flies as deep 
As theſe poor pick-axes can dig: and when 


With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have ſtrew'd his 


grave, 
And on it ſaid a century of prayers, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and ſigh; 
And, leaving ſo his ſervice, follow You, 
80 pleaſe you entertain me. 
Luc. Ay, good youth; 
And rather father thee, than maſter thee. 
My friends 
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The boy hath taught us manly duties: Let ug 

Find out the prettieſt daiſy'd plot we can 

And make him with our pixes and partizans 

A grave: Come, arm him.—Boy, he is preferr'd 

By thee to us; and he {hall be interr'd 

As ſoldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes : 

Some falls are means the happier,  [ Exeunty 


' SCENF II. 


CYMBELINE's Palace. Enter CYMBELINE, Lords and 
Pis Ax 10. 


Im. Again; and bring me word hoy 'tis with her 
A fever, with the abſence of hex fon; 
A madneſs, of which her life's in danger :—Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: my queen 
Upon a deſperate bed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me : her ſon gone, 
So needful for this preſent : —it ſtrikes me paſt 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs muſt know of her departure, and 


Doft ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By (harp torture. 


Piſ. Sir, my life is your's, 
I humbly ſet it at your will: But for my miſtreſs 
I know nothing where ſhe remains, why goue, 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return. *Beſeech your highneſs, 
Hold me your loyal ſervant. | 
Lord. Good my liege. 
The day that ſhe was miſſing he was here: 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
All parts of his lubjeCtion ioyally. For Cloten— 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be found. 
cm. The time is troubleſome; 
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We'll flip you for a ſeaſon; but our jealouſy , 
| [To P1sANJa. 
Dces yet depend. 
Lord. So pleaſe your majeſty 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt ; with a ſupply _ * 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the ſenate ſent. 
Im. Now for the counſel of my ſon and queen 
Jam amaz'd with matter, | | 
Lord. Good my liege, 
Your preparation can affront no leſs 
Than what you hear off: come more, for more you're 
ready. 
The u ant is but to put theſe powers in motion 
That long ta moye. | 


Cn Tthank you: Let's withdraw; 


And meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 


What can from Italy annoy us; but | 

We grieve at Chances here. Away. [ Exeunt, | 
Pi. 1 heard no letter from my maſter ſince 

] wrote him Imogen was ſlain : *Tis ſtrange; 

Nor hear J from miſtreſs, who did promiſe 

To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 

What is betide to Cloten ; but remain | 

Perplex'd in all. The heavens ftill muſt work: 

Wherein am falſe I am honeſt ; not true, to be true. 

Theſe preſent wars ſhall find 1 love my country, 

Even to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them. 

All other doubts by time let them be clear'd : 

Fortune brings in ſome boats that are not ſteer'd. Exit. 
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SCENE IW. 


Before the Cave, Enter BELARIUs, GUIDERIVUs, and: 
; ARVIRAGUS. e 
Guid. The noiſe is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 1 
Arv. What pleaſure, fir, find we in life to lock it 
From act ion and adventure? _ 
Guid. Nay, what hope IR 
Have we in hiding us? This way the Romans 
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Muſt or for Britons ſlay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their uſe, and ſlay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains; there ſecure us. 
To the king's party there's no going; newneſs 


Of Cloten's death (we being not known, nor muſter'd 


Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd; and fo extort from us that 
Which we have done, whoſe anſwer would be dcath, 
Drawn on with torture. 

Cuid. This is, fir, a doubt, 
In ſuch a time, nothing becoming you, 
Not ſatisfying Us. Fg | 

Aru. It is not likel . 
That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note 
To know from whence we are. 2 

Be. O, I am known 

Of many in the army: many years f 
Though Cloten then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, beſides, the king 
Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice nor your loves; 

Who find iu my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard lite ; aye, hopeleſs 

T's have the courteſy your cradle promis'd, 

But to be ſtill hot ſummer's tanlings, and 

The ſhrinking ſlaves of winter. _ 

Guid. Than be ſo, 

Better to ceaſe to be. Pray, fir, to the army: 
I and my brother are not known; yourſelf 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo oergr wny 
Cannot be queſtion'd. 
Asrv. By this ſun that ſhines | 

I'll thither:: What thing is it that I never 
Did ſee man die? ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſon 
Neyer beſtrid a horſe fave one that had . 
A rider like myſelf, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel? I am aſham'd © 
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To look upon the holy ſun, to have _ 
"The benefit of his bleſt beams, remaining 
So long a poor unkown. 


Guid. By heavens I'll go: 


If you will bleſs me, ſir, and give me leave, 1 
I' take the better care? but if you will not, 1 
The hazard thereof due fall on me by 1 
The hands of the Romans. 9 

Arv. So ſay ]; Amen. 3 


Bel. No reaſon |, fince of your lives you ſet 
So ſlight a valuation, ſhould reſerve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys: 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there VI] lie: f © 
Lead, lead. —The time ſeems long; their blood thincks 

ſcorn, [ Hides - 

Till it fly out, and ſhew them princes born. 


[ Exeunt. 


— 
— — 
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ACT Y. SCENE TL. 
A Field between the Britiſh and Roman Camps. 


Enter PoSTHUMUs, with a Blbody Handterchicf. 
| | Poſihumus. 


'Y £4, bloody cloth, Il keep thee : for I wiſh'd 
Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You marrried ones, 
if each of you would take this courſe, how! man ; 
Muſt murder wives much better than themſelves =» 
| For wrying but a little? —O, Piſanio! = 
| Every good ſervant does not all commands: 
1 No bond but to do juſt ones. Gods! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on this: ſo had you ſav'd | 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and ſtruck | 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack, 
„ You ſnatch ſome hence for little faults; that's love, 
| To have them fall no more: you ſome permit | 
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To ſecond ills with ills, each elder worſe; 

And make them dread it to the doer's thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your beſt wills, 

And make me bleſt to obey ] am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Againſt my lady's kingdom: * Tis enough 

That, Britain, I have kill'd thy miſtreſs ; peace! 

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heaven's, 
Hear patiently my purpoſe : PI] diſrobe nie 

Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As does a Briton peaſant : So I'll fight 

Againſt the part I cone with ; fo FIl die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is every breath a death : and, thus, unknown 

Pitv'd nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myſelf, Ill dedicate. Let me make men know 

M -re valour in me than my habits ſhow. 

Gas, put the ſtrength o the Leonati in me 

To ſthame the guiſe o' the world J will begin 

The faſhion, leſs without and more within. [ Exit, 


—— 


SCENE II. 


Enter Lucius, IAchIMo, and the Roman Army, at cne 
Door; and the Britiſh Army at another; LtoxaTtus 
PosTHUMUS following lite a poor Soldier. They mar ch 
over, and go out. Then enter again in Skirmiſh IcH. 
MO and POSTHUMUS : he vanquiſbeth and diſarmet; 
IacHyimo, and then leaves him, | 


ach. The heavineſs and guilt within my boſom 

Takes off my manhood : I have bely'd a lady, 

The princeſs of this country, and the air on't 

Revengingly enfeebles me; or could this carle, 

A very drudge of nature, have ſubdu'd me, 

In my profeſſion ? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
S I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds | 

Is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. { Extt. 
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The battle continues ; the Britons fy; CYMBELINE is taken: 
then enter to his reſcue BELARIUs, GUIDERIUS, and 
ARVIGARUS. 


Bel. Stand, ſtand! We have the advantage of the ground; 
The lane is guarded: nothing routs us but 
The villany of our fears. 


Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand, and fight! 


Enter Pos rHuuus, and ſec onds the Britons. They reſcue 
CYMBELINE, and exeunt. Then enter Lucius, [acni- 
MO, and IMOGEN. | 


Tuc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thyſelf : 
For friends kill friends, and the diſorder's ſuch 
As war were hood-wink'd. 
lach. Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
Luc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely: Or betimes 
Let's re- enforce, or fly, [ Exeunt, 


— ** * 


SCENE III. 


Another Part of the Field. 


Enter Po«THUMUs and a Britiſh Lord. 


Lord. Cam'ſt thou from where they made thee ſtand? 
Peſt. I did. | | 
Thou you, it ſeems, come from the flyers. 
Lord. 1 did. a 1 
Peſti. No blame be to you, ſir; for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought: The king himſelf 
Of his wings deſtitue, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons ſeen all flying | 
Through a ftraight lane; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with ſlaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
Some mortaily, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
M-rely through fear; that the ſtrait paſs was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living | 
To die with lengthen'd thame. 
Lord. Where was this lane ? | 
Poſt, Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd; and wall'd with tasf; 
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Which gave advantage to an ancient ſoldier 
An honeſt one, I warrant; who deſerv'd 

So long a breeding as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for his country ; —athwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings, (lads more like to run 
The country baſe than to commit ſuch ſlaughter : 
With faces fit for maſks, or rather fairer 

Than thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or thame), 
Made good the paſlage ; cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men: 

To darkneſs fleet, ſouls that fly backwards ! Stand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that, 


Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly ; and may ſave, 


But to look back in frown : ſtand, ſtand. — Theſe three, 


Three thouſand confident, in act as man 
(For three performers are the file, when all 


The reſt do nothing), with this word, tand, ſtan: 


Accomodated by the place, more charming 


With their own nobleneſs (which would have turn'd 


A diſtaff to a lance), gilded pale looks, 


Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd ; that ſome turn'd coward 


But by example (O, a fin in war, 

Damn'd in the firſt beginners !) *gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 
A ſtop i the chaſer, a retire; anon 

A rout, confuſion thick: forthwith they fl 


Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles ; ſlaves, 
The ſtrides they victors made: and now our cowards 


(Like fragments in hard voyages, became 


The life o* the need), having found the back door epen 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 


Some {lain before; ſome dying; ſome their friends 
O'erborne i' the former wave: ten chas'd by one, 
Are now each one the ſlaughter-man of twenty: 
Thoſe that would die or ere reſiſt are grown 
The mortal bugs o' the field. 

Lord, This was ſtrange chance: 

A narrow lane | an old man and two boys! 
Pt Nay, do not wonder at it: You are made 
Rather to. wonder at the things you hear | 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon't, 
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And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one: 
Two boys, an old man twice a y a lane, 
Preſerv'd the Britons, was the Romans bane. 

Lord. Nay, be nor angry, ſir. 

Poſt. Lack, to what end? 
Who dares not ſtand his foe, I'll be his friend; 
For if he'll do as he is made to do, 

I know he'll quickly fly my friendſhip. too. 
You have put me into rhyme. 


Lord. Farewell; you are angry. Exit. 


Poſt. Still going? — This is a lord ! O noble miſery 
To be i' the field, and aſk what news of me! | 
'To-day how many would have given their honours 
To have ſav'd their carcaſes! took heel to do't, 

And yet died too? I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find death where I did hear him groan; 
Nor feel him where he ſtruck : Being an ugly monſter, 


*Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 


Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. Well, I will find him 
For being now a favourer to the Roman, 

No more a Briton, I have reſum'd again 

The part I came in: Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the verieſt hind that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughter is 
Here made by the Romans; great the anſwer be 
Britons muſt take: for me, my ranſom's death; 
On either fide I come to ſpend my breath : 
Which neither here Pl] keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 


Enter two Britiſh Captains and Soldiers. 
1 Cap, Great Jupiter be prais'd | Lucius is taken ; 
Tis thought the old man and his ſons were angels. 
2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
That gave the affront with them. 
I Cap. So 'tis reported; 
But none of them can be found. — Stand! who's there? 
Pol. A Roman; | 
Who had not now been dropping here, if feconds 
Had arſwer'd him. | 
2 Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 
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A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell Tee 
What crows have peck'd them here: He brags his ſervice 


As if he were of note :—bring him to the king, 


Enter CYMBELINE, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, ARVIRA- 
Gus, PISANIO, and Roman Captives T he Captains pre- 
ent PoSTHUMUS to CYMBELINE, who del:vers him ou 
to a Gaoler: after which ail go out. . 0 


SCENE IV. 


A Prijon. 
Enter PosTHUMUS and two Gaolers. 


1 Gaol. You ſhall not now be ſtolen, you have locks 
upon you; 
So graze as you find paſture. 
2 Gaol. Ay, or a ſtomach. [ Exeunt Gaslers. 
Poſt. Moſt welcome, bondage? for thou art a way, 
think, to liberty: Yet am | better 
Than one that's ſick o' the gout; ſince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity than be cur'd | 
By the ſure phyſician, death; who is the key 
To unbar theſe locks. My conſcience! thou art fetter'd 
More than my ſhanks and wriſts : You good gods, give me 
The penitent inftrument to pick that bolt, 


| Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am ſorry ? 
| So children temporal fathers do appeaſe ; 


Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt I repent ? 


I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Deſir'd, more than conftrain'd : to ſatisfy, 
If of my freedom 'tis the main part, cake 

No ſtricter render of me than my all. 

l know you are more clement than vile men, 
by Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive 2gain 

On their abatement ; chat's not my detite : 
For Imogen's dear life take mine: and though 
[7 'Tis not ſo dear, yet tis a life; you coin'd it: 
S Tween man and man they weigh not every Kamp; F 
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Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake ; 


That he deſerv'd the praiſe o' the world, 
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You rather mine, being yours: and ſo, great powers, 

It you will take this 2udit, take this life, 

And cancel theſe cold bonds. O Imogen! 

It ſpeak to thee in ſilence. He ſleeps. 


Solemn Muſic. Enter, as in an Aparition, S1C1L1uUs LE- 
ONATUS, Father to POSTHUMUsS, an old Man, attired 
like a Warrior; leading in his hand an ancient Matron, 
his Wife, and Mother to PosTHUMUs, with Muſic before 

them. Then, after other Muſic, follow the two young 
LEONATI, Brothers to PosTHUMUS, with Wounds as 
they. died in the wars, They circle POSTHUMUS round 
as he lies ſleeping. 


Sici. No more, thou thunder-maſter, ſhew 4 
Thy ſpite on mortal flies: 6 = 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, _ 
That thy adulteries 
Rates, and revenges. 
Hath my poor boy done ought but well, 
Whole face I never ſaw ? | 
I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ſtay'd, 
Attending Nature's law. 
Whoſe father then, (as men report, 
| Thou orphan's father art) 
Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 
From this earth-vexing ſmart. 
Moth. Luciana lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes ; 
That from me was Poſthumus ript, 
Came crying 'mongſt his foes, 
| A thing of pity |! 
Sici. Great nature, like his anceſtry, 
| Moulded the ſtuff ſo fair, 


As great Sicilius' heir. | 
1 Bro. When once he was rnature for man, 
In Britain where was he | 
That could ſtand up his parallel ; 
Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his dignity ? 
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Math. With marriage wherefore was he mock'd, 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
From Leonati's ſeat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one, 
Sweet Imogen ? 
Sici. Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needleſs jealouſy ; 
And to become the geck and ſcorn 
O' the other's villainy ? 
2 Bro. For this, from ſtiller ſeats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 
That, ſtriking in our country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were lain; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 
With honour to maintain. 
I Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd: 
Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd 
The graces for his merits due; 
Being all to dolours turn'd ? 
Sici. Thy chryſtal window ope ; look out; 
No longer exerciſe, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harſh 
; And potent injuries. 
ADth. Since, Jupiter, our fon is good, 
Take off his miſeries. 
Sici. Peep through thy marble manſion; help! 
Or we poor ghoſts will cry 
To the ſhining 8 of the reſt 
Againſt thy deity. 
2 Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 
And from thy juſtice fly. 


Y 
4 


a 


Jupiter deſcends i in Thunder and Lightning, fi ting upon an 
Kagle : be thraws a Thunder- Bolt. The Ghoſts fall on 


their Knees, 


upit, No more, you petty ſpirits of region 3 | 
Offend our hearing; huſh ? How dare you ghoſts F 2 
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Your low-laid ſon our godhead will uplift; 


On greatneſs' favour, dream as I have done; 


Accuſe the thunderer, whoſe bolt you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coaſts ? | 
Poor ſhadow of Elyſium, hence; and reſt 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers: | 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreſs'd; 
No care of your's it is; you know *tis ours, 
Whom beſt J love I croſs; to make my gift | 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content; | 


His comforts thrive, his trials well are ſpent, | 
Our jovial ſtar reign'd at his birth, and in | 

Our temple was he married. —Riſe, and fade 
He ſhall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his aMiction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breaſt ; wherein 


Our pleaſure his full fortune doth confine ; 3 
And fo, away; no farther with your din : 
. * * . * f 
Exprefs impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine.— 


Mount eagle to my palace chryſtalline. [ Aeends, | 
Sici. He came in thunder; his celeſtial breath * 

Was ſulphurous to ſmell ; the holy eagle 

Stoop'd as to foot us: his aſcenſion is 

More ſweet than our bleſt fields: his royal bird 

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak 

As when his god is pleas'd. 
All. Thanks, Jupiter | 

$819. The marble pavement cloſes, he is enter'd 

His radiant roof: Away! and, to be bleſt, 


Let us with care perform his great beheſt, [ Vaniſh. 
Pot [ Waking.) Sleep, thou haſt been a grandſire, and 
eit 


A father to me: and thou haſt created 

A mother and two brothers: But (O ſcorn !) 

Gone! they went hence ſo ſoon as they were born. 
And fol am awake. Poor wretches, that depend 


Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I ſwerve ; 
Many dream not to find, neither deſerve, 
And yet are ſteep'd in favours; ſo am I, 

That have this golden chance, and know not why. 

What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O, rare one! 
Be not as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers; let thy effects 
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CYMBELINE. 85 
So follow to be moſt unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promiſe. | 


[Reads.] 
pen as a hon's whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, without 


ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender air; and 


when from a ſtately cedar ſpall be lopt branches, which, be- 
ing dead many years, fhall after revive, be jointed to the old 


ſtack, and freſhly grow ; then ſhall Poſthumus end his miſeries, 
Britain be fortunate, and flouriſh in peace and plenty, 


*Tis ſtill a dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not: either both or nothing: 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 

As ſenfe cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 

I'll keep if but for ſympathy. 


Re-enter Gaolers. 


Gaol. Come, fir, are you ready for death? 

Poſt. Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago. 

Gaol, Hanging is the word, fir; if you be ready for 
that, you are well cook'd. 

Poſt. So, if I prove a good repaſt to the ſpectators, 
the diſh pays the ſhot. | 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, fir : But the com- 


fort is, you ſhall be call'd to no more payments, fear no 


more tavern bills ; which are often the ſadneſs of parting, 
as procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want of 


meat, depart reeling with two much drink: ſorry that 


you have paid too much, and ſorry that you are paid too 
much ; purſe and brain both empty: the brain the heavier 
for being two light; the purſe too light, being drawn of 
heavineſs: O] of this contradiction you ſhall cow be 
quit. —(), the charity of a penny cord ! it ſums up thou- 
ſands in a trice: you have no true debtor and creditor but 
it; of what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge:—Your 
neck, ſir, is pen, book, and counters; ſo the acquittance 
follows. 

Poſt. I am merrier to die than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, fir, he that ſleeps feels not the tooth- ach: 
But a man that were to ſleep your ſleep, and a hangman 
to help him to bed, I think he would change places with 
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it 7 his officer: for, look you, fir, you know not which way 
1 you ſhall go. 
[| Poſt. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 


Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then; IT have not 
ſeen him ſo pictur'd : you muſt either be directed by tome 3 
| that take upon them to know; or take upon yourſelf that MY 
I which 1 am ſure you do not know; or jump the atter-in- 
| quiry on your own peril: and how you ſhall ſpeed in 
| your journey's end, I think you'l] ne*er return to te one, 


| Enter CYMBELINE, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, ARVIRA- 
| Gus, PISANIO, and Lords. | 


m. Stand by my fide, you whom the gods have made 
Preſervers of my throne. Woe is my heart | 1 


| Poſt. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
ih direct them the way 1 am going but ſuch as wink and 
w1ll not uſe them. . 
| Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes to ſee the way of blindneſs! 1! 
am ſure hanging's the way of winking. Co 
17 Enter a Meſſenger. | FT I 
| MAS. Knock off his manacles; bring your priſoner to 
| il the King. ; | ; | | 5 E 
il Pot. Thou bring'ſt good news; I am call'd to be 
41 made tree. | 1 
1 Gaol. I'll be hang'd then. 4 
| U Poji. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a gaoler; no bolts 
| for the dead, [ Exeunt Pos . and Meſſenger. \Þ 
1! Gao!. Unleſs a man would marry a gallows, and beget 
I young gibbets, I never ſaw one io prone. Yet, on m 4 
| | conſcience, there are verier knaves deſire to live, for all 
| he be a Roman: and there be ſome of them too that die 
| againſt their wills; ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would we 
| were all of one mind, and one mind good; O, there were . F 
| deſolation of gaolers, and gallowles ! I ſpeak againſt m 1 
b preſent profit; but my with hath a preferment in't. [ Exit. 
| SCENE V. 2 
| | CyMBELINE's Tent. +4 


— 2 — 


ö 

: 

| 

f 

f ( 
| 

ti 

f 

4 


F 


CYVMBELINE. 87 


That the poor ſoldier that ſo richly fought, 

Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Stept betore targe of proof, cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him ſo. 

Bel. I never ſaw | 
Such noble fury in ſo poor a thing ; 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him? 
P;/. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead and living, 
But no trace of him. 

m. To my grief I am ö 

The heir of his reward; which I will add Y 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain, of Britain, | 
| [To BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS., 
By whom, I grant, ine lives: *Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are :—report it. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt were neither true nor modeſt, 
Unleſs I add, we are honeſt. 

Im. Bow your knees: 
Ariſe my knights o' the battle; I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you. 
With dignities becoming your eſtates, 


Enter CoRNELIUs and Ladies. 


There's buſineſs in theſe faces. Why ſo ſadly 

Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, i 

And not o' the court of Britain. | ; 
Gor. Hail, great king! _— 

To 1our your bappineis, I muſt report 

The queen is dead. 85 

m. Whom worſe than a phyſician 

_ Would this report become? But I conſider 

By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death 

Will fieze the doctor too.—How ended ſhe ? 
Gor. With horror, madly dying, like her life; | 

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded | 

þ 


Moſt cruel to herſelf, What ſhe conteſs'd F 4 
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I will report, ſo pleaſe you: theſe her women 
Can trip ne it I err, who with wet cheeks, 
Vere prefer. © when ſhe finiſh'd. 

Im. Pr'ythee ſay. . 

Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe never lov'd you; only 
Affected vreatneſs got by you, not you: 

Married your royalty, was wife to your palace 
Abhurr'd your perſon. 

Cym. She alone knew this: _ 

And, but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs 
Was as a ſcorpion to her fight; whole life, 

But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by poiſon. 

Om. O moſt delicate fiend ! - 
Who is't can read a woman ?-—Is there more? 

Cor. More, fir, and worſe, She did confeſs ſhe had 
Fc: you a mortal mineral! which, beine took, *- 
Should by the minute feed or li ife, and, ling'rihg, 

By inches waſte you : in which time ſhe purpos'd, 
By watching, weeping, *tencance, kiſſing, to 
O'ercome you with her ſhew: yes, and i in time 
(When ſne had fitted you with her craft) to work 
Her fon into the adoption of the crown. 

But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſs-deſperate; open'd, in deſpight 
Of heaven and men, her purpoſes: repented 

The ills ſhe hatch'd were not affected; ſo 
Deſpairing, dy'd. 

m. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did, ſo pleaſe your highneſs. 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 

That thought her like her ſeeming ; it had been vicious, 
To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my daughter ; 

That it was folly in me thou may'ſt ſay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all 
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Euter Lucius, TAcnimo, and other Roman Priſoners; 
POS THUMUVUs behind, and IMOGEN. 


Thou com'ſt nut, Caius, now for tribute: that 
Britons have raz'd out, though with the loſs 

Of many a bold one,; whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit, 
That their good ſouls may be appeas'd with {laughter 
Of you their captives, which ourſeif have granted : 
So think of your eſtate. 

Luc Conſider, fir, the chance of war; the day 
Was your's by accident; had it gone with us | 
V/e {nould not, when the blood cool'd, have threaten'd 
Our priſoners with the ſword. But fince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our e lives 
May be call'd ranſom, jet it come; ſufficeth 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſuffer: 
Auguſtus lives to think on't : And fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat: My boy, a Briton born, | 
Let him be ranſom'd; never maſter had 
A page ſo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occaſions, true, 

So feat, ſo nurſe-like : let his virtue join 

With my requeſt, which, I'll make bold, your highneſs 

Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm, 

Though he has ferv'd a Roman: Save him, ſir, 

And ſpare no blood beſide. 

 Cym. | have ſurely ſeen him; 

His favour is familiar to me. Boy, | 

Thou haſt look'd thyſelf into my grace, and art 

Mine own. I know not why, wherefore I ſay, 
Live, boy: ne'er thank thy maſter ; live: 

And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 

Fitting my bounty and thy ſtate, I'll give it; 

Yea, though thou do demand a priſoner, 

Ihe nobleſt ta'en. | 

Lino. I do humbly thank your highneſs. 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet | know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alack; 

There's other work in hand; I ſee a thing 
Bitter to me as death: your life, good maſter, 
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Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. — 
Luc. The boy diſdains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me: Briefly die their joys 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. — 
Why ſtands he fo perplex'd ? 
Im. What would'it thou, boy? 
J love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What's beſt to atk, Know' | him thou look ſt en! ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend? 
Inio. He is a Roman; no more kin to me 
Than I to your highneis; who, being born your vaſſal, 
Am ſomething nearer. 
m. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo? 
| PI! tel! you, fir, in private, if you pleaſe 
Togive me hearing. 
Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 
And lend my beſt attention, What's thy name ? a 
Imo. Fidele, ſir. 
Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page; 
I'll bo thy maſter: Walk with me; ſpeak freely. 
[Cyn. and IM-o. walk * 
Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 
Arv. One ſand another | 
Not more reſembles that fweet roſy Jad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele—What think you? 
Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. 


Bel. Peace, peace ſee further; he eyes us not; for- 


bear; 
Creatures may be alike : wer't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. 

Guid. But we ſaw him dead. 

Bel. Be ſilent; let's ſee further. 


Pi. It is my miſtreſs : [ Aide, 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on 
To good or bad. [CyM. and IO. come forward, 


Gm Come, ſtand thou by our {ide ; 
Make thy demand aloud - Sir, ſtep you forth; 
| | [To IACHIMo. 
Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely; 
Or, by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture {hall 
Winnow the truth from falſehood. On; ſpeak to him 
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Ino. My boon is that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he nad tis ring. 
oft. What's that to him? [ 4/ade. 
Im, That diamond upon your finger, ſay, 
How came it your's * | 
[ach. Thoul't torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. 
OY. How! me! 
lach. J am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that which 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring; *twas Leonatus' jewel, 


Whom thou didſt banith ; and (which more may grieve 
thee, 


As it doth me) a nobler fir ne'er liv'd 
IT wixt ſky and ground. Wiit thou hear more my lord? 
m. Ali that belongs to tiis. 
lach. That paragon, thy daughter 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quai! to remember—Give me leave; I faint. 
in. My daughter, what of her? Renew thy ſtrength: 
I had rather thou ihouldit live while nature will, 
Than die, ere J hear more: ſtrive, man, and ſpeak. 
Iach. Upon a time (unhappy was the clock 
That ſtruck the hour!) it was in Kome (accurs'd 
The manſon where!) *twas at a feaſt (O, would 
Our viands had been poifon'd |! or at leaſt | 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head!) the good Poſthumus 
(V hat thould 1 fay ? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were; and was the beſt of all 
Among'ſt the rar'ſt of good ones) fitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our loves of Ital 
For beauty that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak: for feature, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures beyond brief nature; for condition, 
A thop of all the qualities that man | 
Loves woman for, beſides, that hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the eye: 
Jm | ſtand on fire: | 
Come to the matter. 
Iach. All too ſoon ] ſhall, 
Unl-{s thou wouldſt grieve quickly.— Th 


(Mok like a noble lord in love, and one 


is Poſtkumus 


92 CYMBELINE, 


That had a royal lover,) took this hint ; 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd (therein 
He was as calm as virtue,) he began 
His miſtreſs picture; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in't either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his deſcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking ſots. 
Im. Nay, nay, to the purpoſe. | 
Iach. Your daughter's chaſtity—there it begins,— 
He ſpake of her as Dian had hot dreams, 
And ſhe alone were cold: Whereat I, wretch ! 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe ; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, 'gainſt this which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain _ 
In fuit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By her's and mine adultery : he, true knight, 
No leſſer of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this ring; 23 
And would fo, had it been a carbuncle | 15 
Of Phœbus' wheel; and might fo ſafely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this deſign: Well may you, ſir, 
Nemember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaſte daughter the wide difference 
Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
Gan in your duller Britain to operate 
Moſt vilely; for my vantage excellent; 
And to be brief, my practice fo prevail'd, 
That Jreturn'd with ſimilar proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus : averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet; 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, ſome marks 
Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 
But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit, Whereupon— 
Methinks I ſee him now | 
Pojt. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, [ Coming ſorward. b 
Italian fiend !—Ah me, moſt credulous fool, - 85 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, 
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To come! -O, give me cord, or knife, or poiſon, 
Some upright juſticer! Thou king, ſend out 
For tortures ingenious: it is [ 
That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend, 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus 
That kill'd thy daughter: —villain- like Ilie; 
That caus'd a leſſer villain than myſelf, 
A facrilegious thief, to do' t: the temple 
Of virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe herſelf. 
Spit and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, fet 
The dogs o' the ſtreet to bay me: every villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus; and 
Be villainy leſs than *twas -O Imogen! 
My queen, my liſe, my wife! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen! | 
mo. Peace, my lord; hear, hear 
Poſt. Shall” have a play of this? Thou ſcornful page, 
There lie thy part. [ Striking ber, She falls. 
Pi. O, gentlemen, help 
Mine and your miſtreſs -O, my lord Poſthumus ! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now: — Help, help! 
Mine honour'd lady!) 
Cym. Does the world go round? 
Poſt. How come thete ſtaggers on thee ? 
Pif. Wake, my miſtreſs! 
m. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. _ | | 
Py. How fares my miſtreſs? _ 
Imo. O, get thee from my fight ; 
Thou gav'ſt me poiſon : dangerous fellow, hence 
Breathe not where princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Imogen! | | 
Piſ. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulpur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing; I had it from the queen. 
Cym. New matter till ? 
Imo. It poiſon'd me. 
Cor. O gods 
I left out one thing which the queen confeſs'd, 
Which muſt, approve thee honeſt: If Piſanio 
Have, ſaid ihe, given his miſtreſs that confection 


Which I gave him for cordial, ſhe is ferv'd 
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As I would ſerve a rat. 
Cym What's this, Cornelius ? 
Cor. The queen, ſir, very often importun'd me 
To temper poiſons for her; till pretending 
The ſatisfaction of her knowledge. only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no efteem : I, dreading that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which being ta'en would ceaſe 
The preſent power of life; but, in ſhort time, 
All offices of nature ſhould again 
Do their due functions. Have you ta'en of it? 
Img. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My boys, 
There was our error, — 
Guid. This is ſure Fidele, | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you? 
Think that you are upon a rock | and now 
Throw me again. 
Peſt. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, 
Till the tree die | 
Im. How now, my fleſh, my child? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a dullard in this act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? | 
Imo. Your bleſſing, fir. [ Kneeling, 


Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not; 


You had a motive for't. [To Gvu1D. and ARI. 
Cym. My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 
Imo. | am ſorry for't, my lord. | 
Cym. O, ſhe was naught; and long of her it was 
That we meet here ſo {trangely : But her ſon 
Is gone, we know not how nor where, 
Piſ. My lord, VE OS 
Now tear is from me, I'll ſpeak truth. Lord Cloten 
Upon my lady's miſſing came to me 
With his ſword drawn; foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore 
If I diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 
It was my inſtant death : By accident 
I had a feign'd letter of my maſter's 
Then in my pocket; which directed him 
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To ſeek her on the mountains near to Milford; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he enforc'd from me, away he poſts 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My lady's honour: what became of him 
I further know not. 

Guid. Let me end the ſtory: 
I ſlew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods foreſend! 

I would not thy good deeds ſhould from my lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence: pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Guid. | have ſpoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a prince. 

Guid. A moſt uncivil one: the wrongs he did me 
Where nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea 
If it could fo roar to me: I cut off's head; 

And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am ſorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and mult 
Endure our law: Thou art dead. 
Imo. That headleſs man 
I thought had been my lord. 
7 Cym. Bind the oftender, 
E And take him from our preſence. 
2 Bel. Stay, fir king : | 
3 This man is better than the man he flew, 
1 As well deſcended as thyſelf; and hath 
More of thee merited than a band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone; [To the genre. 
They were not born for bondage. 

Om. Why, old ſoldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By taſting of our wrath ? How of deſcent 
As good as we? : 

rv. In that he ſpake too far, 
m. And thou wilt die for't. 
Bel. We will die all three: 


But I will prove that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him, —My ſons, I muſt 
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For my own part unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger's ours. 

Guid. And all our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then. — af 
By leave; — Thou had'ſt, great king, a ſubject who 
Was call'd Belarius. 

Jm. What of him? he is 
A baniſh'd traitor. 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Aſſum'd this age: indeed a baniſh'd man: 
I know not how a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 
The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 

Be!. Not too hot : 
Firſt pay me for the nurſing of thy ſons; 
And let it be confiſcate all ſo ſoon 
As I have receiv'd it. 

Om. Nurſing of my ſons! 

Bel, | am tov blunt and ſaucy : Here's my knee: 
Ere I ariſe IJ will prefer my ſons; 
Then ſpare not the old father. Mighty fir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen that c all me father, 
And think they are my ſons, are none of mine; 
They are the iſſue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Jm. How! my iſſue? | 

Bel. So ſure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you ſome time bani{h'd : 
Your plcaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 
Itſelf, and ail my treaſon; that I ſuffer'd 


Was all the harm I did. Theſe gentle princes 
(For ſuch, and to they are) theſe twenty years 


Have I train'd up: thoſe arts they have as ! 
Could pur into them ; my breeding was, fir, as 
Your highneſs knows. Their nurſe, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft | wedded, ſtole theſe children 
Upon my baniſhment : Im. 2v'd her to't; "WM 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before 

For that which i did then: Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treaſon: Their dear loſs, 

The more of you *tyas felt, the more it ſhap'd 


| 
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Unto my end of ſtealing them. But, gracious ſir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweeteſt companions in the World. — 
'The benediction of theſe covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew for they are worthy 
Jo inlay heaven with ſtars. 

Cym. Thou weep'ſt and ſpeak'ſt. 
The ſervice that you three have done 1s more 
Unlike than this thou tell'ſt: 1 loſt my children; 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier ſons. 

Bel. Be pleas'd a while. —— 
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Moſt worthy prince, as your's, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely fon ; he, fir, was lapp'd 
In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen-mother, which, for more probation, 
can with eaſe produce, 

Im. Guiderius had We 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine itar ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he; 
Who hath upon him ſtill that natural ſtamp : 
It was wiſe nature's end in the donation, 
Jo be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what am I 
A mother to the birth of three! Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverence more: Bleſt may you be, 
That, after this ſtrange ſtarting ſrom your orbs, 
You may reign in them now! O Imogen, 
Thou haſt loſt by this a kingdom. 

Ino. No, my lord; 
I have got two worlds by't.—O my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met? O never lay hereafter 
But I am trueft ſpeaker: you cali'd me brother 
When I was but your ſiſter ; 1 you brothers 
When you were fo indeed. 

Cm. Did you &er meet ?— 
Aru. Ay, my good lord. 

Guid. And at firſt meeting lov'd ; 
Continued ſo until we thought he died. 


if 
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Or. By the queen's dram ſhe [wallow'd. 
m. O rare inſtinct 


When ſhall I hear all through? This fierce abridgment | 


Hath to it circumſtantial branches which 
Diſtinction ſhould be rich in.— Where? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers? how firſt met them? 
Why fled you from the court? and whither !—T heſe, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more ſhould be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependancies, 
From chance to chance; but nor the time, nor place, 
Will ſerve our long interrogatories. dee, 
Poſthumus anchors upon Imogen; 
And ſhe like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers; me, her maſter ; hitting 
Fach object with a joy; the counter-change 
is ſeverally i in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And ſmoke the temple with our facrifices. —— 
Thou art my brother; So we'll hold thee ever. 
[Zo BELLARIVUs. 

Imo. You are my father too; and did relieve me 
Lo ſee this gracious ſeaſon. 

Om. All o'erjoy'd 
Save theſe in bonds: let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort. 

Ins. My good maſter, 
I will yet do you ſervice. 

Luc. Happy be you! 

Cym. The forlorn ſoldier that ſo nobly ade 
Would have well becom'd this place, and 1 
The thankings of a king. 

Peſt. J am, fir, | 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three 
In poor beſeeming; *twas a fitment for 
Ihe purpoſe I then follow: That 1 was he, 
Speak, lachimo; | had you down, and might 
Have made you hniſh. 

lach. 1 am down again : 
But now my conſcience ſinks my knee, | Kineels. 
As then ) your force did, Take that life, 'beſeech you, 
Which I ſo often owe: but your ring firſt ; 


. 
M 
” 
b 
* 
Aa 
"7 
5 
* 
* 
4 
by 
ay + 
* 
** 
. 
* 
9 
Fe: 
\ 
0 
4 
55 
= 
: 
„ 
i. 
x 
* 
4 - 
A 
q 
* 
9 
. by 
9 
« 
* 
2 
3 
os 
* 
. 
- 
uo 
IX 
pe 
7 
2 
” 
8 
© 
4 
i 
7 
E * 
** 
pt 
41 
> 
=, 
2 
= 
«Xt 
«XS 
287 
. 
„ 
x 
1 
* 
72 
. f 
p 74 
* 
* 
3 
In 
H 
, 
27 
3 
7 
os of 
. 
"8; 
THe 
F435 
. 
+3 y 
2 
8 = 
5 
woes 
3% 
Sx: 
. 


CYMBELINE. 99 


And here the bracelet of the trueſt princeſs 
: That ever ſwore her faith. | | 
: Poſt. Kneel not to me: 
4 The power that I have on you is to ſpare you; 
The malice toward you, to forgive you: Live, 
And deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learn our freeneſs of a ſon-in-law ; 
x Pardon's the word to all. 
N Arv. You holp us, ſir, 
3 As you did mean to be our brother 
1 Joy'd are we that you are. 


Poſt. Your ſervant, princes, Good my lord of Rome, 
Call forth your ſoothſayer: As I ſlept, methought 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd, 

Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own kindred: when }j wak'd I found 
This label on my boſom; whoſe containing 
Is fo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 
& Mate no collection of it: let him ſhew 
= . His ſkill in the conſtruction. 
th Luc. Philarmonus 
þ _ $292th. Here, my lord. 
Luc, Read, and declare the meaning 


Soothſayer reads. 


3 IFhen as a lion's whelpþ ſhall to himſelf unknown without 
E. feeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender air; and 
: when from a ſtately cedar ſhall be lopt branches which, being 
dead many years, ſhall after revive, be jointed to the old ſtoct, 
and freſhly grow; then ſball Poſihumus end his miſeries, Brie 
zain be fortunate, and flouriſh in peace in plenty. 
Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp : 
The ft and apt conſtruction of thy name, 
Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much. 
The piece of tender air thy virtuous daughter, 

| | To CYMBELINE. 
Which we call me!/is aer; and mollis aer 
We term it ulier: which mulier I divine 
1s this moſt conſtant wife; [To PosT.Jwho, even now, 
4 Anſwering the letter of the oracle, e 
; Pnknown to you, unſought, were clipt about 
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With this moſt tender air. \ 
Im. This hath ſome ſeeming. 
S-9th. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee : and thy lopt branches point 
Thy two ſons forth, who, by Belarius ftolen, 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv*d, 
To the majeſtic cedar join'd; whole iſſue 
Promiſes Britain peace and plenty. 
Im. Well, 
My peace we will begin: And, Caius Lucius, i 
Although the victor, we ſubmit to Cæſar, & 
And to the Roman empire; promiſing | E 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked queen . 
On whom heaven's juſtice (both on her and her's) "i 
Hath laid moſt heavy hand. | 
Soot. The fingers of the Powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce- cold battle, at this inſtant 
Isfull acco nplih'd: For the Roman eagle, 
From ſouth to weſt on wing ſoaring aloft, | 
Leſſen'd herſelf, and in the beams o' the ſun 9 
So vaniſh'd: which fore- ſhew'd our princely eagle, ) 
The imperial Cæſar, ſhould again unite 
His f2vour. with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which thines here in the weſt. 
Cm. Laud we the gods; 
And let our crooked ſmokes climb to their noftrils 
From our bleſt altars ! Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: Let 
A Roman and a Eritiſh enſign wave 
Friendiy together; ſo through Lud's town march; 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify; ſeal it with feaſts. — 
Set on there: Never was a war did ceaſe, 
Ere bloody hands were waſh'd with ſuch a peace. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN. 
DUNCAN, King of Scotland. 
Malcolm 
DoxALBa y v, © Sons of the King. 
Dang 28 | Generals of the King's Army. 
LENOX, J 
MAcpurr, | 
mo 8 hh id 5 e of Scotland. ; 
ANGUS, 
CATHNESS, 


FLEANCE, Son to Banquo. | 

DIWARD, General of the Engliſh Forces. 

Young SIW ARD, his Son. 

DEY TON, an Officer attending on Macheth. 

Son to Macduff, An Engliſh Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. 
A Captain, A Porter. An old Man. 


WOM E N. 


Lady MACBETH, 

Lady MAaCDUFF, 

Gentletboman attending on Lady Macbeth. 
HECATE, and three Mitches. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, Attendants, 
| and Meſſengers, 


The Ghot of Banquo, and ſeveral other Apparitions. 


SCENE, in the end 7 the fourth act, lies in England; through 
the reſt of the play 
caſtle. 


in Scotland, and chiefly at Macheth's 
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MAC BET H. 


ACT I. SCENE J. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


1 Fitch. 


HEN ſhall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Mitch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won: 
3 Hitch. That will be ere th' ſet of ſun, 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath : 
3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, Gray-malkin | 
| Al. Paddock calls: ——Anon, — 
= Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 


= Hover through the fog and filthy air. 


SCENE II. 


| | F 95 1 

Alarum within, Enter King Du Nc AN, Mal col Mu, Do. | 
NALBAIN, LENOX, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding 
Captain. | 8 


King. What bloody man is that? He can report. 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt | 
The neweſt ſtate. | 

Mal. This is the ſerjeant, | | 
Who like a good and hearty ſoldier fought ; | 
Gainſt my captivity : Hail, brave friend! A 2 


9 
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Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou did'ſt leave it. | | 
Cap. Doubtful it ſtood ; 
As two ſpent ſwimmers, that do cling together, 
And choke their art. The mercileſs Macdonel 
(Worthy to be a rebel; for, to that 
'The multiplying villainies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him), from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glaſles is ſupplied ; 
And Fortune, on his damned quarrel ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name), 
Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 0 
Like valour's minion, carved out his paſſage, 
Jill he fac'd the ſlave: 
And ne'er ſhook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unſeamed him from the nave to the chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. | 
King. Oh, valiant couſin ! worthy gentleman | 
Cap. As whence the ſun 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwrecking ſtorms and direful thunders break: 
So from that ſpring whence comfort ſeemed to come, 
Diſcomfort ſwells. Mark, king of Scotland, marx: 
No ſooner juſtice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their heels: 
But the Norweyan lord, ſurveying *vantage, 
With furbiſh'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 
King. Diſmay'd not this 


Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 


Cap. Yes; 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion: 
If I fay ſooth, I muſt report they were 


As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks ; 


So they 
Doubly redoubled ſtrokes upon the foe; 


Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 


MACBETH. | 3 


I cannot tell: | 
But I am faint, my gaſhes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds ; 
They ſmack of honour both :—Go, get him ſurgcons. 


Enter RossE. 


Who comes here: | 
Mal. The worthy thane of Roſſe. | 
Len. What a haſte looks through his eyes? So ſhould 

| he look, 8 

That ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange. 

Roſje. God fave the king 

King, Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy thane ? 

Roſſe. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the ſky, 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himſelf, with terrible numbers, 

Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 

The thane of Cawdor, began a diſmal conflict: 

*T ill that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 

Confronted him with ſelf-compariions, 

Point againſt point rebellious, arm *gainſt arm, 

Curbing his levith ſpirit : and to conclude, \ 

The victory fell on us ;— 
King. Great happineſs ! 

Raſſe. That now | 
Sweno, the Norway's king, craves compoſition 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

*T ill he diſburſed, at St. Colme's Inch, 

Ten thouſand dollars to our general uſe. 

King. No more that thane of Cawdor ſhal] deceive 
Our boſom intereſt. Go, pronounce his preſent death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Raſſe. I'll fee it done. 

King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 


[ Exeunt, 


4 


— 


And moucht, and moucht, and moucht : 
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SCENE III. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


1 With. Where haſt thou been ſiſter ? 

2 Witch. Killing Swine. 

3 Witch. Siſter, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A failor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 
Give me, 


quoth 1. 


Axoint thee, Witch ! the rump-fed ronyon Cries. 


Her huſband's to Aleppo gone, maſter o the Tyger: 
But in a ſieve I'll thither fail, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do, LI do, and PII do. 

2 Fitch. I'll give thee a wind. 

1 Pitch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch, And IJ another. 

1 Fitch. I myſelt have all the other, 
And the very points they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
I'the ſhipman's card. 
I will drain him dry as hay: 
Sleep ſhall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid, 
He ſhall live a man forbid : 
Weary ſeven nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindie, peak, and pine : 
Though his bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt⸗toſt. 


Look what I have. 


2 Mitch. Shew me, ſnewme. 

1 Mitch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, | 
W reck'd as homeward he did come. [Drum within. 

2 Witch. A drum, a drum, 
#1acbeth doth come. 

All. The weir'd ſiſters, hand: in hand, 
Poſters of the ſea and land, 


MACBETH, 3 


Thus do go about, about; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again, to make up nine: 
Peace !—the charm's wound up. 


Enter MachETH and BAN QUO. y 


Mac. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen, 

Ban. How far is't called to Fores ? —W hat are theſe 
So wither'd, and fo wild in their attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on't?— Live you? or are you aught 
That man may queſtion? You ſeem to underitand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her {kinny lips :— You ſhould be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. 
Mac. Speak, if you can; — what are you? _ 
i Witch. All hail, Macbeth? hail to thee, thane of 
Glamis | 
2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to. thee, thane of 
Cawdor, _. 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth that ſhalt be king hereafter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart; and ſcem to fear 
Things that do ſound ſo fair ?—T the name of truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye thew ? My noble partner 
You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, 

That he ſeems wrapt withal; to me you ſpeak not: 

If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 

And ſay, which grain will grow, and which will not; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor tear, 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 Witch. Hail! 

2 Witch. Hail! 

3 Witch. Hail ! 

1 Witch. Leſter than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be none: 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Bangus / | 


—— WR — —ͤ 
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1 Witch. Barguo, and Macbeth, all hail | 

Mac. Stay you imperfect ſpeakers, tell me more: 
By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis; = 
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives; 1 
A proſperous gentleman; and to be king, 
Stands not within the proſpect of beliet, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from, whence _ 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way | 
With ſuch prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge you. 

| 8 [ Witches vaniſh. 
_ Bain, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And theſe are of them:— Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 


Ac. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal, melted | 4 
As breath into the wind Would they had ſtaid! 1 
Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about ? = 


Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the reaſon priſoner ? 
Aac. Vour children ſhall be kings. 
Bun. You ſhall be king. | | 
Mac. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not fo! 


Ban. Jo tne ſelf-ſame tune; and words. Who's here? 3 


Enter Ross k and ANGus. 
Nes. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy jucceſs; and when he reads 
Thy perſonal venture in the rebel's fight, 
His wonder and his praiſes do contend, 
Which {ſhould be thine, or his: Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the reſt o' the ſelf-ſame day. 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hai], 
Came polt with poſt ; and every one did bear 
Thy prailes in his kingdom's great defence, E7 
And pour'd them down before him. | 

Aig. We are lent, 

Jo give thee, from our royal maſter, thanks; 
Only to herald thee into his fight, | 1 
Not pay thee. 1 La 


MACBETH. 


Roſe. And, for an earneſt of a greater honour, 
e bade me, from him, call the thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, moſt worthy thane 
For it 1s thine. | 
Ban. What, can the devil ſpeak true? 


Mac. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do you dreſs me 


In borrow'd robes ? 

Ang, Who was the thane, lives yet: 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both, 
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not ; 
But treaſons, capital, confeſs'd and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Mac. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor : 
The greateſt is behind Thanks for your pains — 
Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings, 
When thoſe that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no lefs to them ? | 

Ban, That, truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 


Beſides the thane of Cawdor, But *tis ſtrange : 


And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths; 

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us 

In deepeſt conſequence. —Couſins, a word I pray you, 
Mac. Two Truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 

Of the imperial theme, — I thank you, gentlemen 

This ſupernatural ſoliciting | 


Cannot be ill ; cannot be good :;—If in, 


Why hath it given me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor : 
If good, why do I yield to that ſuggeſtion 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent fears 


Are leſs than horrible imaginings: 


My thought, whoſe murder yet is but fantaſtical, 


** 
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Shakes fo my ſingle ſtate of man, that function 
Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, 
But what is not. | 
Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt. 
Mac. If chance will have me king, why, chance may 
crown me, 
Without my ſtir. 
Ban. New honours come upon him 
Like our ſtrange garments, cleave not to their mould, 
Put wich the aid of uſe. 
Mac. Come whit, come may; 
Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we : ſtay upon your leiſure, 
Mac. Give me your favour ;—my dull brain was 
wrought - 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſter'd where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. Let us toward the king. — 
Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us (peak 
Qur free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Mac. Till then, enough. —Come friends. [ Exeuni. 


SCENE IV. 


Flaurih. Enter King, MALcol Mu, DoNALBAIN, 
LENOox, and Attendants, | 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 


thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 


Mal. My liege, 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke 
With one that ſaw him die : who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons; 
Implor'd your highneſs* pardon ; and ſet forth 


. * — * * 
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A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it, he dy'd 
As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he o- d, 
As *twere a careleſs trifle, 

King. There's no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom | built 
An abſolute truſt. O worthieſt couſin! 


Enter MacBeTH, BAN O, Ross E, and Aq dus. 


The ſin of my ingratitude even now | 
Was heavy on me: thou art ſo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadit leis deſerv'd; 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine] only I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Mac. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itſelf, Your highneſs' part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties | 
Are to your throne, and ſtate, children and ſervants; 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

King. Welcome hither : | | 
] have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing,—Noble Banguo, 
That haſt no leſs deſerv'd, nor mutt be known 
No leſs to have done fo, let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your own. 

King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 
In drops of forrow.—Sons, kinſmen, thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon Re. 
Our eldeſt, Maleolni; whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: which honour mutt 
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Not, unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 

But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers.—From hence to Inverneis, 
And bind us further to you. | | 

Mac. The reſt is labour, which is not us'd for you: 

P11 be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 

So, humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Mac. The prince of Cumberland That is a ſtep, 
On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, [ 4/ide. 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 

Let not light tee my black and deep deſires : 

The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, | 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. Exit. 
Ning. True, worthy Banque; he is full ſo valiant 

And in his commendations J am fed; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
W hole care is gone before to bid us welcome: 


It is a peerleſs kinſman. | Flouriſb.] [Exc unt. 


—— 
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SCENE V. 


Enter MAcBETH's Fife alone, with a Letter. 


Lady. They met me in the days of ſucceſs ; and I have 
learned by the perfecigſi report, they have more in them than 
mortal knowledge. When I burnt in deſire to queſtion them 
further, they made themſelves —air, into which they vaniſb d. 
Mpiles I flood rapt in the wonder of it, came miſſives from 
the king, who all hail'd me, Thane of Cawdor! by which 
title before, theſe weird [4 rr me, and referred me to 
the coming on of time, with, Hail king that ſhalt be! Thr 
have I thought good to deliver thee, my deareft partner of 
greatneſs ; that thou might'ſt not loſe the dues of rejoicing, I) 
being ignorant of what greatneſs is promis'd thee, Lay it it © 
thy heart, and farewell. SETS 
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Glamis thou art and Cawdor ; and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd :—Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way: thou would'ſt be great; 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou would'{t highly, 

That would'ſt thou holily ; would'ſt not play falſe, 

And yet would wrongly win: thou'd'ſt have, great 
Glamis, 

That which cries, Thus thou muſt do, if thou have it; 

And that which rather thou do'{t fear to do, 

Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear; 

And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem : 

To have thee crown'd withal. —What is your tidings ? 


Enter a Meſjenger. 


Meſ. The king comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it: 
Is not thy maſter with him? who, wer't fo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. | 
47. So pleaſe you, it is true; our thane is coming: 
One of my fellows had the {peed of him; 2 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 
Lady. Give him tending, _ 
He brings great news. The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
ED [ Exit def, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan | 
Under my battlements. Come, you ſpirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full | 
Of direſt cruelty | make thick my blood, oe 
Stop up the acceſs and pailage to remorſe ; 
That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Come to my woinan's breaſts, 
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And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring miniſters, 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances 

You wait on nature's miſchief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell; 

That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes; 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, Hold, hold Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! 


Enter MAcBETH. 


Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant. 

Mac. My deareſt love, 
Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Mac. To-morrow, as he purpoſes. 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall ſun that morrow ſee ! 
Your face, my thane, 1s as a book, where men 
May read ſtrange matters: To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under it. He that's coming 
Muſt be provided for : and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch ; 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 

Mac. We will ſpeak further. 
Tay. Only look up clear: 
To alter favour ever is to fear; 
Leave all the reſt to me. [ Excunt 
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SCENE /1. 


| Hautboys and Torches. Enter King, MaLcoLm, Do- 


NALBAIN, BAN UO, LENOx, MacDuFr, RossE, 
ANG us. and Attendants. 


King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat: the air 


3 Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itſelf 
Z Unto our gentle ſenſes. 


Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 


The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 


By his lov'd manſionry, that the heaven's breath 


smells wooingly here: no jutty frieze, 


Buttreſs, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 


Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle: 
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Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have obſerv'd, 
The air is delicate. 
Enter Lady MAcBETH. 


King. See, ſee! our honour'd hoſteſs !— 
The love that follows us, ſometime is our trouble, 


5 Wp ch ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 


How you ſhall, bid God yield us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our lervice = 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs, to contend 


& Againtt thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 


Your majeſty loads our houſe ; for thoſe of old, 


And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 


We reſt your hermits. 

King Where's the thane of Cawdor ? 

We cours” him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well; 
And his great love, ſharp as his ſpur, hath holp him 
To his home before us: fair and noble hoſteſs, 


—— 


We are your gueſt to- night. 
Lady. Your ſervants ever | 
Haye theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your highneſs' pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. \ 
King. Give me your hand: 
Conduct me to mine hoſt ; we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him, 


By your leave, hoſteſs. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


- 


Hauthoys and Torches, Enter a Sewer, and divers Ser. 
vants, with Diſhes and Service over the Stage. Then 
enter NLACBETH. 


Mac. If it were done, when 'tis done, then'twere wel! 
It were done quickly: if the aſſaſſination | 
Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch, 
With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs : that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here; 
But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time, 
We'd jump the life to come. — But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody inftructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed Juſtice 
Commends the ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt : 
Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject, 
Strong both againſt the deed ; then, as his hoſt, 


Who ſhould againft his murderer ſhut the door, 


Not bear the knife myſelf. _ Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongu'd, againſt 
The deed damnation of his taking off: | 
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And pity, like a naked new-born babe, | 

Z Stridigg the blaſt, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd 

Upon the ſightleſs couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears ſhall drown the wind, I have no ſpur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but onl 

Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 1.2 
And falls on the other. —How now ? what news ? 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. He has almoſt ſupp'd; why have you left the 

ber 

Mac. Hath he aſk d for me? 

Lady. Know you not, he has? 

Mac. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs : 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide fo ſoon, : 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you dreſt yourſelf; hath it ſlept ſinge ? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did ſo freely? from this time, 
Such I account thy loye. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in deſire ? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ; 
Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, b 
Like the poor cat i' the adage ? 

Mac, Priythee, peace; 
I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. 5 

Lady. What beaſt was it then, 

That made you break this enterpriſe to me ? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man, Nor time, nor place, 


* 


Pid them adhere, and yet you would make both; B 
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They have made themſelves, and that their fitneſs now 


Does unmake you. I have given ſuck ; and know 
How tender *tis to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd the brains out,—had I but fo ſworn 
As you have done, to this. 
Mac. If we ſhould fail. 
Lady. We fail! | 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking-place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 
W hereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waſlel fo convince, 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only: when in ſwiniſh ſleep 
"Eheir drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and J perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His Tpungy officers, who ſhall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? 
Mac. Bring forth men-children only ! 
For thy undaunted 3 ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. ill it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their yery daggers, 
That they have don't? | 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ihall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 
Mac. I am ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow : 


Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 
| 0 [ Exeuni 0 
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TACBET II. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter BANQUO, and FLEANCE, with à Torch before him 


24 
— 


BAN OO. 


| OW goes the night, boy ? 4 
. The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. | 


Ban. And the goes down at twelve. 
Fle, I take't, tis later, Sir. 
Ban, Hold, take my ſword i— There's s huſbandry in 
heaven, 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not fleep : Mercitul powers! 


| Reitrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 


Gives way to in repoſe Give me my ſword;— 


Enter MACBETH, and a Servant with a Torch. 


Who's there ? 
Mac. A friend. 
Ban, What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the e king! s a bed 
He hath been in unuſual pleaſure, and 
dent forth great largeſs to your officers : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moſt kind hoſtels ; and ſhut up 
In meaſureleſs content. 
Mac. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant to defect; 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Ban. All's well. 
dreamt laſt night of the three weird ſiſters 
Fo you they have ſhew'd ſome truth. 
Mac. I think not of them; 
Yet, when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs, 
If you would grant the time. | 
Ban. At your kind'ſt leiſure, | 
Mac. If you ſhall cleave to my _ conſent, when tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 
Ban. So I loſe none | B 2 
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In ſeeking to augment it, but ſh} keep 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be counlelFd, d 7 | 
Mac, Good repoſe, the while! 
Ban. Thanks, Sir the like to you! [Exit BAx quo. 
Mac. Go; bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Ser. 


Is this a dagger, which I ſee before me, 
The handle towards my hand? come, let me clutch thee : 


I have thee not; and yet I ſee thee ſtil], 

Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to ſight ! or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind; a falſe creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marſhall'ſt me the way that I was going: 
And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'the other ſenſes, - 
Or elſe worth all the reſt : I fee thee ſtill ; 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing: 
It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one half world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 
The curtain'd ſleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd Murder, 


Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the Wolf, 


W hoſe howPs his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Targuin's raviſhing ſtrides, towards his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt.— Thou ſure and firm-ſet earth, 
Hear not my-iteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about, 


And take the preſent horror from the time. 


Which now fuits With it.— While I threat, he lives. 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

| IA Boll rings. 
I go, and it is done: the bell invites me, 


Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 
That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ͥÄͤAxit. 
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MACBETH. 19 
SCENE II. 


Enter Lady MACBETH. 
Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 


me bold; | 
What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire 
Hark !— Peace * 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bellman, 4 


Which gives the ſtern'ſt good night. He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the ſurfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with ſnores : 1 have drugg'd their 
oſſets | 
That 3 and nature do contend about them, _ _. — 
Whether they live, or die. | 
Mac. [ Mithin.] Who's there ?—what, ho! 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have awak'd, 
And 'tis not done: the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us:—Hark !—1 laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miſs. them. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had don't My huſband? 
| Enter MACBETH. | 
Mac. I have done the deed: Didſt thou not hear a 
noiſe ? | 5 | 
Lady. J heard the owl ſcream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you ſpeak? 88 
Mac. When? 
Lady. Now. . 
Mac. As I deſcended? «© 
Lady. Ay. WEEN OE 
Mac. Hark Who lies i' the ſecond chamber? 
Lady. Donalbain. © | : | 4 
Mac. This is a ſorry ſight. [ Looking on his hands. - 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry tight. 
Mac. There's one did laugh in his fleep, and one 
cCry'd murder / 1 | 
That they did wake each other; I ſtood and heard them: : 
But they did fay their prayers, and addrels'd them 


Again to ſleep, | | 1 
Lady. There are two lodg'd together. | : y 
Mac. One cry'd, God bleſs us ! and, Amen, the other; | 

As they had ſeen me, with theſe hangman's hands, B 3 i 

| 


L 
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Liſtening their fear ; I could not ſay, Amen, 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 

Lady. Conſider it hot fo deeply. 1 
Mac. But whetefote could not I pronounce, Amen ? 
1 had moſt need of bleiſing, and Amen 
Stuck in ty throat. 5 51 

Lady. I heſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe ways ; fo; it will make us mad. 

Mac. Methought I heard a voice cry, S.eep no more 
Macbeth does murder ſleep, the innccent ſleep ; 

Sleep, that knits up the ravelPd fleeve of care, 
The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath; 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſber in life's feat, | 

Lady. What do you mean? R 

Mac. Still it cried, Sleep no more! to all the houſe: 
Glamis hath mirder'd fleep ; and therefore Cawdor 


| Shall fleep no more, Macbeth ſpall fleep no more? 


Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd? Why; worthy 
| thane; i Set" 1s 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength; to think 

So brain-ſickly of things: —Go, get ſome water, 

And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. — 

Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place? 

They mult lie there: Go, carry them, and ſmear | 

The ſleepy grooms with blood, _ 5 
Mac. I'll go no more: 

I am afraid to think what J have done; 


» Look on't again, I dare not. 


Lady. Infirm of purpoſe! _ 3 
Give me the daggers: the ſleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as pictures, tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil, If he do bleed, 

III gild the faces of the grooms withal, 


For it muſt ſeem their guilt. [ Exit. Knocking within. 


Mac. Whence is that knocking ? . | 
How is't with me, when every noiſe appals me? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes! 

Will all great. Neptune's ocean waſh this blood | 
Clean from my hand? No ; this my hand will rather 
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The b ſeas incarnadine, 
Making the | compa, red. 


Re-enter Lady MAcBETH. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I ame 
To wear a heart ſo white. I hear a knocking { Knock. 


At the ſouth entry : retire we to our chamber : 


A little water clears us of this deed: 
How eaſy is it then! Your conſtanc 


Hath left you unattended. —Hark | | more knocking : 


\ (Knock, 
Get on your 3 leſt occaſion call us 
And ſhew us to be watchers: Be not loft 


80 1 in your thoughts. 


. To know my deed, —'twere beſt not know 
myſelf, _ [Kuck. 

Wake Duncan with this ku king) | I would to ticaven 
thou could'ſt. [ Exennt. 


SCENE III. 


— 


Enter a Porter. 


[ Knocking within.] Port. Here's a knocking indeed! Tt 
a man were porter of hell-gate, he ſhould have old turn- 
ing the key. [ Knock.] Knock, knock; knock; Who's 
there, i' the name of Belzebub ? Here” S a farmer, that 
hang d himſelf on the expectation of plenty: come in 
time; have napkins enough about you; here you'll ſweat 
fort. | Knock. ] Knock, knock : Who's there, in the other 
devil's name? Faith, here's an equivocator, that could 
ſwear in both the ſcales againſt either ſcale; who 
committed treaſon enough for God's fake, yet could not 
equivocate to heaven : oh, come in, equivator. | Knock, ] 
Knock, knock, knock: Who's there? F aith, here's an 
Engliſh taylor come hither, for ſtealing out of a French 
hoſe: come in, taylor; here you may roaſt your gooſe. 
[Knock.] Knock, knock: Never at quiet! What are 
you ? But this place i is too cold for hell. PII devil-porter 
it no further: I had thought to have let in ſome of all 
profeſſions that go the primroſe-way to the everlaſtin; 
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bonfire. [ Knock ] Anon, anon; I pray you, rememibe; 
the porter. 
Enter MACDUFF and LENOX. 


Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to-bed, 
That you do lie ſo late? 

Port. Faith, fir, we were carouſing till the ſecond 
cock : and drink, fir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Macd. What three things doth drink ſpecially pro- 
voke? 

Port. Marry, Sir, noſe-painting, ſleep, and urine. Le- 
Chery, fir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes the 
deſire; but it takes away the performance: therefore, 
much drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with lechery; 
it makes him, and it mars him; it ſets him on, and it 
takes him off: it perſuades him, and diſheartens him; 
males him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in concluſion, 
equivocates him in a ſleep, and, giving him the lie, 
leaves him. 

Macd. I believe drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i'the very throat o'me : but I 
requited him for his lie; and I think, being too os 
for him, though he took up my legs ſome time, yet 
made a ſhift to caſt him. 

Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirring — 

Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes, 

Len. Good-morrow, noble Sir! 


Enter MAcßETRH. 


Mat. Good-morrow, both! : 
.* Macd. Is the king ſtirring, worthy thans? 1 
Mac. Not yet. ; 
* Macd. He did command me to call timely 0 on him; J 
J had almoſt ſlipt the hour. 
Mac. I'll bring you to him. 
 Macdd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you; > 
But yet tis one. 
Mar. The labour we delight i in, phyſicks pain. 
This is the door. 
Macd. I'll make fo bold to cn 
For 'tis my limited ſervice, * Les 13 FF, 
Len. Goes the king hence to-day ? 
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Mac. He does: he did appoint ſo. 

Len. The night has been unruly : where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down: and as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i' the air; ſtrange ſcreame of death 
And propheſying, with accents terrible. 

Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 

New hatch'd to the woeful time: the obſcure bird 
Clamour'd the live-long night: ſome ſay, the earth 
Was fevervous and did ſhake. 

Mac. *T was a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot TG 
A fellow to it. 


0 Macpufr. 


Macd. O horror! horror! horror! tongue, nor heart, 
Cannot conceive nor name theel _ 
Mac. and Len. What's the matter? 


Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-piece |! 
Moſt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope 


: The Lord's annointed temple, and {tole thence 


The life o'the building. 

Mac. W hat is't you ſay ? the life? 

Len. Mean you his majeſty ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon :—Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves. —Awake | awake 


[ Exeunt MACBETH and LINox. 


Ring the alatum bell: Murder! and treaſon ! 
Banguo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm] awake! 
Shake of this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, - 

And look on death itſelf—up, up, and ſee 

The great doom's image! Malcolm ! Banque ! 

As from your graves riſe up, and walk The ſprights, 
To countenance this horror! Ring the bell, 


Bell rings. Enter Lady MacBgrn. 


Lady. W hat's the buſineſs, 
That ſuch a hideons trumpet calls to parley 
The ſleepers of the houſe ? Speak, ſpeak.” — 
Macd. O, gentle lady, 
Tis not for you to hear what I can ſpeak: 


Ser FR nn ws 2 — 


24 MACBETH. 


The repetition in a woman's ear, 
Would murder as it fell.—O Bangus 1 / Bangus f 


Enter BAN O. 


Our royal maſter's murder'd! 

Lady. Woe, alas 
What, in our houſe ? 

Ban. Too cruel any where. — 
Dear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict yell 
And fay, it is not ſo. 


Re-enter MacBeTH and LENOx. 


Mac. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
J had liv'd a bleſſed time; for from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality : 
All is but toys; renown, and grace, is dead; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter MALcCoLM and Doxaunarx, 


Don. What is amiſs ? 
Mac. You are, and do not know it ; 
The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood - 
Is ſtopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. | 
Mad. Your royal father's Wager 
Mal. Oh, by whom? 88 
Len. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, * dor' t. 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows; they Rar'd, and were diſtracted} 
No man's life was to be truſted with them. 
Mac. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did Kill them. ; 
Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 
Mac. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temperate, and 
furious, 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? No man: 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauſer, reaſon. —Here lay Duncan, 
His filver ſkin lac'd with his golden blood; 
And his gaſh'd ſtabs look d like a breach in nature, 
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For ruin's waſteful entrance: there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had. heart to love, and in that heart 

Courage, to make his love known? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho! 
Macd. Look to the lady. 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That moſt may claim this argument for ours ? 
Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 

Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 

May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away ; our tears 

Are not yet brew'd. 

Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow | | 

Upon the foot of motion. 2 
Ban. Look to the lady: — 

And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

That ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, 

And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 

To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us; 

In the great hand of God I ſtand; and, thence, 

Againſt the undivulg'd pretence 1 bebe 

Of treaſonous malice. 

Mac. And fo do I. 
All. So all. | 
Mac. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 

And meet i* the hall together.. 8 
All. Well contented, _ TEreunk. 
Mal. W Hat will you do? Let's not conſort with them: 

To ſhew unfelt ſorrow is an office 

= Which the falſe man does eaſy; I'Il to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated fortune 

Shall keep us both the lafer : were we are 

There's daggers in men's ſmiles : the near in blood, 

The nearer r bloody. 

Mal. This murdcrous ſhaft that's ſhot,” 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 

Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horſe; 

And let us not be dainty of leave-takingz 

But ſhift away: There's warrant in that theft 

Which ſteals itſelf, when there's no mercy left. 


{£5 xeunt. 


— ——— —— — — — 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Ross E, with an old Man. 


Old M. Three ſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which time, I have ſeen 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange ; but this ſore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. | 

Roſſe. Ah, good father, | 
Thou ſeeſt, the heavens, as troubled with man's act, 


| Threaten his bloody ſtage : by the clock, *tis day, 


And yet dark night ſtrangles-the travelling lamp: 

Is it night's predominance, or the day's ſhame, 

That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 

When living light ſhould kiſs it? 

Od MH. * Tis unnatural, 1450 e 2 
Even like the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt, 
A faulcon, tow' ring in her pride of place, = 
Was by a mouſing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd. 


Raſſe. And Durcar's horſes (a thing moſt ſtrange, and 


certain, ) a 

Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Contending ,gainſt obedience, as they would 
Make war with mankind. 6 

Od M. * Tis ſaid, they eat each other. ö 

Roſſe. They did ſo; to the amazement of mine eyes, 
That look'd upon't. Here comes the good Macduff: 


Enter Macburr. 


How goes the world, Sir, now ? 


Macd. Why, ſee you not? 
Ref Is't known, who did this more than bloody deed ? 
acd. T hoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain. 
Roſſe. Alas, the day | 
What good could they pretend? 
'Macd. They were ſuborn'd: | 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two ſons, 
Are ſton away and fled ; which puts upon them 
Suſpicion of the deed. be ey 
Roſe. Gainſt nature ſtill | 
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Thriftleſs ambition, that will ravin up 
Thine own life's means !—Then *tis moſt like, 
The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Scone, 
To be inveſted. | 

Roſſe. Where is Duncan's body? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill ; | | 
The ſacred ſtore-houſe of his predeceſſors, e 
And guardian of their bone. | | 

Roſſe. Will you to Scone ? | 

Macd. No, couſin, I'll to Fife. 

Roſe. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you ſee things well done there 

adieu! 
Leſt our old robes fit eaſier than our new ! 

Roſſe. Farewell, father. | 

Old MH. God's beniſon go with you; and with thoſe 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes ! 

Hi [ Exeunt, 


A0 II. SCENE I. 


ö 5 Enter Banquo. 
Mob haft it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 


As the weird women promis'd; and, I fear, 

Thou playd' moſt foully for't: yet it was ſaid, 

It ſhould not Rand in thy poſterity ; 

But that myſelf ſhould be the root, and father 
Of many kings: if there come truth from them, 
(s upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

"y they not be my oracles as well, 

n 


ſet me up in hopes; But, huſh ; no more, 7 


Trumpets founded. Enter MACBETH as King; Lady Mac- 
BETH, LENOx, RossE; Lords and Attendants, 
Mac. Here's our chief gueſt. 
Lach. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 
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And all things unbecoming.- - 

Mac. To- night we hold a Dlemn ſupper, Sir, 
And I'll requeſt your preſence, 

Ban. Lay your highnelſs' 
Command upon me; to the which, my duties 
Are with a moſt indifloluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mac. Ride you this afternooti 1 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. | 

Mac. We ſhould have elſe defir'd your good advice 
(Which till hath been both grave and proſperous) 
In this day's council ; but we'll take to-morrow. 
Is't far you ride? 

Mac. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
*T wixt this and ſupper : go not my horſe the better, 
I muit become a borrower of the night, 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Mac. Fail not our feaſt. 

Ban, My lord, I will not. 

Mac. We hear our bloody couſins are beſtow'd 


In England, and in Ireland; not confeſſing 


Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With ſtrange inventions ; but of that to-morrow, 


When, therewithal, we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, 


Craving us jointly, Hie you to horſe : Adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us, 
Mac. I with your horſes ſwift and ſure of foot; 

And ſo I do commend you to their backs. " 

Farewell. [Exit BANQuo. 

Let every man be maſter of his time 

Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 

The ſweeter welcome, we will keep ourſelf 

Till ſupper-time alone; while then, God be with you. 

[ Exeunt Lady MACBETH and Lords. 


Sirrah, a word with you: attend thoſe men our pleaſure !? 


Ser. They are, my lord without, the palace- gate. 
Mac. Bring them before us id be thus is nothing; 
[Exit en. 

But to be ſafely thus. Our fears in Wa 
Stick deep; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns chat, which would be fear d: tis much he dares; 
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And to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, 

He hath a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 

To act in ſafety. There is none, but him, 

Whoſe being I do fear: and, under him, 

My genius is rebuk'd: as, tis ſaid, 
Mark Antony's was by Cæſar. He chid the ſiſters, 
When firſt they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him: then, prophet- like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 

And put a barren ſceptre in my ErIPE, | 

Thence to be wrench'd by an unlineal hand, 

No ſon of mine ſucceeding, If it be ſo, 

For Banguo's iſſue have I fill'd my mind; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd, 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace £ 
Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings, the ſeed of Banguo kings 
Rather than ſo, come fate, into the liſt, 

And champion me to the utterance !— Who's there ?— 


Re-enter Servant, wich two Murderers. 
Now go to the door, and ſtay there till we | : 
[Exit Servant. 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Mur. It was, fo pleaſe your highneſs. 
Mac. Well then, now T7 
Have you conſider'd of my ſpeeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 
So under fortune; which, you thought had been 
Our innocent ſelf: this J made good to you 
In our laſt conference, paſt in probation with you; 
How you were in hand; how croſt; the inſtruments 
Who wrought with them; and all things elſe, that might 
To half a foul, and to a notion cray'd, | 
Say, thus did Banguo, mn | 
I Mur. You made it known to us. 1 
Mac. I did fo; and went further, which is now 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patjence ſo predominate in your nature, 


* 
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Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd, 'I08, wers Sate, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? N es 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. Gs, h eil nit ge 

Mac. Ay, in the catalogue you go for men; 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped 
All 85 the name of dogs; the valued file l 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 


The houſe-keeper, the hu nter, every one 


To pray for this 2 man, „ and for bis iflue, -. 


According: to the gift which bounteous nature 208 


Hath in him clos d; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the mn bl 0.4 
That writes them all alike ; and fo of: men. 1. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file. 
Not in the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it: 

And I will put that buſineſs in your boſoms, 

Whoſe execution takes your enemy off:; 
Crapples you to the heart and love of us 

Who wear our health but ſickly in . = 


Which in his death were vi. 


2 Mur. I amone, m 


Whom the vile blows and ee of "the ; world 
Have ſo incens'd, that I am reckleſs what 


I do to ſpite the world. 


x Mur. And J another, | 
So weary with'difaſters, tu tugg'd with __— 
T hat I would ſet my life on any rs; 

To mend it, or be rid on*t. + :: 

Mas, Both of rh 
Know Banquo was your enemy. bie „ 

Aur. True, my lord. | TIL 

Mac. So is he mine; and in ſuch bloody dance, 
That every minute of bis being thruſts +. 

Againſt my near'ſt of life : and though I could. 

Wih bare- facd power ſweep him from my ſight, 

And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 

For certain friends that are both his ànd mine, I 
W hoſe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall, l 


Whom I „ and thence it b, . 


For a few Words. 
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That I to your affiſtance do make love; 
Maſking the buſineſs from the common eye, 
For furl weighty reaſons, | 
Mur. We hall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur. Though our live | 
Mat. Your ſpirits ſhine through yau. Within this 


hour, at moſt, 

I will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves ; 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o' the time, 
The moment on't; for't muſt be done toenight, 
And ſomething from the palace ; always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs: and with him, 
(To leave no rubs, not botches, in the work 
Fleance, his fon, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me 
Than is his father's, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour: reſolve yourſelyes apart; 
Il come to you anon. © IIS 

Mur. We are reſolv'd, my lord, 

Mac. I'Il call upon you ſtraight; abide within, 
It is concluded: Banquo, thy ſoul's flight, 


If it find heaven, mutt find it out to-night. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Lady MACBETH, and Servant, 
Lady. Is Banguo gone from court? | 
Serv. Ay, madatn; but returns again to-night, 
Lady. Say to the king, I would attend his leiſure 
Serv. Madam, I will. | [ Exit, 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our delire is got without content: 
Tis ſafer to be that which we deftroy, 
Than, by deſtruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 
Fi Enter MACBETH. 
How now, my lord? why do you keep alone, 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making; 


Q 
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Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard: what's done, is done. 
Mac. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it. 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in danger of. her former. tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 
ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
In the aMiction of theſe terrible dreams, 

That ſhake us nightly : better be with the dead, 
\Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In reſtleſs ecſtacy.— Duncan is in his grave; 

After life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; 
Treaſon has done his worſt z nor eel, nor poiſon, 
Malice domeſtic, Nen 6 levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further ! 
Lady. Come on; gentle, my lord, 

Sleek o'er your rugged looks; be bebe and jovial 
Among your gueſts to- night. | 
Mac. So ſhall I, love; 

And to, I pray, be you: let your remembrance 
Apply to Banguo; preſent him eminence, both 
With eye and tongue: unſafe the while, that we 
Mutt lave our honours in theſe flattering ſtreams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Diſguiſing what they are. 
Lady. You muſt leave this. 
Mac. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know'ſt that Banguo, and his Plednce; lives. 
Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eternal £ 
Mac. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; F; 
Then be thou jocund: ere the Bat hath flown = 
His cloiſter'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's ſummons, 
The ſhard-borne beetle, with his drowſy hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there thall be done 
A dced of dreadful note. 
Lady. What's to be done? 
asc. Be, innocent of the-knowledge, 3 chuck, 
Fill thou applaud: the deed. Come, kealing night, 
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Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And, With thy bloody and-inviſible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale Light thickens, and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : | | 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze 

While night's black agents to their prey do rouze. 

Thou marvell'ſt at my words: but hold thee ſtill ; 
Things, bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill: 

So, pr'ythee, go with me. | [ Excunt. 


Lt 
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SCENE III. 


Enter three IAurtherers. 


1 Mur. But who did bid the join with us? 
3 Macbeth. 


2 Mur. He needs not our miſtruſt ; ſince he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt. 

1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The welt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lateſt traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark | I hear horſes, 

| Banguo within. ] Give us a light there, ho! 

2 Mur. Then it is he; the reſt 


b That are within the note of expectation, 


Already are the court. 
I ur. His. horſes go about. 5 
3. Aur. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually, 


do all men do from hence to the palace gate 


Make it their walk. 


ae Banquo and FLEANCE with a torch. 
2 Mur. A light, a light 
3 Mur. *Tis he. 
I Mur. Stand to't. 
Ban. It will be rain to-night, 


I Mur. Let it come down. [ They aſſault Banque. 
| C'2 


& :- 
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Thou art the non-pareil. 


Fleance'is den! 
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Ban. Oh, treachery! Fly, 2 Fleance, fly, fly, fly. 
Thou may'ſt revenge. O ſlave! Dies, 
3 Mur. Who-did ſtrike out the light ? 
1 Mur. Was t. not the way? | : 
; Mur. There's but ohe down; the ſon is fled. 8 
2. Mur, We have loſt beſt half of our affair. : 
1 Aur. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 


' F Exennt, 

— 3 — 
SCENE IV. _ | 
A banquet Prepared. Bhd Macztrn, Lady, Ross z, : 
Lenox, Lords and Attendants. : 
Mac. You know your own degrees, fit down: at firſt, BH 
And laſt, the hearty welcome. F? 
Lords. Thanks to your majeſty. 3 
Mac. Qurſelf will mingle Wick ſociety, PEN if 

And play the humble hoſt. 


Our hotteſs keeps her ſtate; but, in beſt time, 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady, Pronounce it for me, fir, to all our friends; 3 
For my heart ſpeaks, they are welcome. | ; 


Enter firſt Murderer to the door. 


Mac. See, they encounter thee with their heart's 
thanks: IE.” 

Both ſides are even : here PI ſit the midſt : | 

Be large in mirth; anon, we'll drink a ere 2— 

The table round. There's blood upon thy face. 7 
Mur. is Banguo s then. : 
Mac. Tis better thee without, than he within. 

Is he diſpatch'd? _ | 
Mur. My lord, his throat i is cut; men dorm, 
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That did the like — Flons: if thou en ir, 


Mur. Moſt royal fir, 101 v2? 
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Mar. Then comes my fit again: I had elſe been perfect; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; 
As broad, and general, as the caſing air: | 
But now, I'm cabin'd, cribyd, confin'd, bound in 
To ſaucy doubts and fears. But Bangas's ſafe? 
Mur. Ay, my good lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head; 
The leaſt a death to nature, 
Mac. Thanks for that: _ ; 1 
There the grown ſerpent lies; the worm that's fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, | 
No teeth for the preſent.— Get thee gone; to-morrow 
We'll hear ourſelves again. [Exit durderer. 
Lady. My royal lord, 1 


Vou do not give the cheer: the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not often vouch'd while 'tis a making, 


Tis given with welcome: to feed, were beſt at home; 
From thence the ſauce to meat is ceremony: 
Meeting were bare without it. 


Enter the Ghoft of BAN, and fits in MACBETH's place. 
Mac. Sweet remembrancer 

Now, good digeſtion wait on appetite, 

And health on both ! 
Len. May it pleaſe your highneſs, fit. 

Mac. Here had we now our country's honour roof'd, 
Where the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſent; 
Who may | rather challenge for unkindneſs, 

Than pity for miſchance | 
Roſſe. His abſence, ſir, 


Lays blame upon his promiſe, Pleaſe it your highneſs 
To grace us with your royal company ! 


Mac. The tables full | 

Len, Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir. 

Mac. Where; e | 

Len. Here, my lord. What is't that moves your 
highnels ? 


Lords. What, my good lard? . 
Mac. Thou can'it not ſay, I did it: never ſhake 


Mac. W hich of you have done this "9g 


Thy goary locks at-me, 


35 MACBETM, 


Raſſe. Gentlemen, riſe; his highne is not well, 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth : pray you keep ſeat ; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought ; 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion ; 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 

Mac. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 


Which might appal the devil. 


Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which you faid, 


Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts, 


Impoſture to true fear) would well become 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandaia. Shame itſelf! 
Why do you make ſuch faces? When all's done, 
You look but on a ſtool. | 
Mac. Pr'ythee, fee there! behold! look! lo! how 
ſay you? | 
Why, what care I? If thou can't nod ſpeak too.— 
If charnel houſes, and our graves, muſt fend 
Thoſe that we bury, back; our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Exit GH9fl, 
Lady. What! quite unmann'd in folly ! ? 
Mac, If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. 
Lady. Fe, for thame | 1 
Mac. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i' the olden time, 
Ere human ſtature purg'd the gentle weal; 
Ay, ſince too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 


That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 


And there an end: but now, they riſe again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 

And puſh us from our ſtools : this is more ſtrange 

Than una marder 157 “ 
Lady My worthy lord. 

Your noble. friends do Jack yu. 
Mac. I do forget? F 

Do not mule at. me, my moſt worthy friends; 

I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
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5 To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all; + 
B$ Then I'll fit down :—Give me fome wine, fill full ;— of 
| + I drink to the general joy of the whole table. * 
7 | | | ; uf 
5 | Ke enter Ghoſt. 1 fd 1 
5 And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mils ; 1 
I Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirſt, 1 
8 And all to all. F 0 
15 Lords. Our duties and the pledge. . 
; Mac. Avaunt ! and quit my ſight ! Let the earth hide = 
5 thee |! ; . '| 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold. | 6 
A Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
| g Which thou doit glare with! g 
: Lady. Think of this, good peers, ut 
5 But as a thing of cuſtom : *tis no other ; W | 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time, e 1 


Mac. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinocerous, or the Hyrcan tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble: or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword; 
If trembling I inhabit, then proteſt me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow | 
Unreal mockery, hence - Why ſo ;—being gone, 
I am a man again.—Pray yon, fit ſtill. ; 
Lach. You have diſplac'd the mirth; broke the good 
meeting, 
With moſt admir'd diforder. 
Mac. Can ſuch things be? 
And overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 6 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, 9 
When now I think you can behold ſuch ſights, | 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheek, | 
When mine is blanch'd with tear. 1 
R2fje. What ſights, my lord? 10 : 
Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 8 
worte; | I 1 
Queſtion enrages him: at once, good night: — 
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Btand not upon the order of going; 
But go at once. sf is 19. ine 
Len. Good night; and better ban IU 1 


Attend his maje 201 t 


Lady. A kind good night te al 1; tov F Exeunt Lords. 


Fae. It will have Wo, hey ſay-31blood will have 
blood:. * $2454:43G10> - 2X18 
Stones have been knowy to movegiand trees to elk; 
Augurs, and underſtood relations, have 
By maggot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The ſceret'ſt man of blood. — What is the nigit? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mac. How fay'it ow that n dani his perſon, 
At our great bidding ? 
Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir? 
Mac. J hear it by the way; but I will ſend; 
There's not a one of them, but in his houſe 
I keep a ſervant fee'd; I will to-morrow, 
(And betimes I will) unto the weird ſiſters: 
More ſhall they ſpeak z for now I am bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt : for mine own good, 
All cauſcs ſhall give way; 1 am in blood 
Stept in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange things I have in head, that will to band 3 
Which muff be acted, ere they may be ſcann'd, 
Lady. Y ou lack the ſeaſon of all natures, ſleep. 
Mac. Come, we'll to ſleep my ſtrange and felf- 
abuſe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe :=m— 
We are yet but yung in n ¶Exeun:. 
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5 SCENE 3 
unden | Hat the three Witches, meeting HECATE. 


1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecate? you look * 


Hlec. Have I not reaſon, beldams, as you t, 
Saucy and overbold ?, How did you Ar 1 
To trade and traffic With Macbetb 


In Fiddle, and e of death; 


e 
7 1 e 


* o r N % 1 6 0 wy 2 4 bs : 
5 n . . e 2 5 > I "6 5 
= 2 N Feen SURG : £4 nA Di = Fx el 1 . e 


1 = J JI ogg 3 Eat 
EI WR SLIT eee 


* E 
N 


. * bi > 4 >” 7 $A 7 
% Ä Gr RR SCET 


r 


r IN oe! L3-26-3 
PSAS eee 


od of " "5? 2 * 9 ® * 
* b 

5 3 X - 
NSD” cn NE. 23 FELT 


r 
p 


. 


7 9 Le 2 7 4 * Toy > 
= Wet 2 
nn * 


4 
| 

ö 

J 
: 
| 

| 
$4 


MACBETH. | 39 


And 1, the miſtreſe of your charms, 155 
The cloſe contriver of all harms, N 
Was never call'd ta bear my part. 


Or ſhew the glory of our art ? 


And,” which is worſe, all you have TRAY 

Hath been but for a wayward fon, - 

Spightful, and wrothful 3 who, as others do, 

Loves for his on ends, not for you. 

But make amends: now: get you gone 
And-at the pit of Acheron | 2 — 


Meet me i' the morning; thither he 


Will eome to know his deſtiny. 


Your veſſels, and your ſpells, provide, 
Vour charms, and every thing beſide: 


Jam for the air; this night I'll ſpend 


Unto a diſmal and a fatal end. 
Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon: 
Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs a vaporous drop profound: 
I'll catch it ere it come to ground: 
And that diſtill'd by magic lights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial | ſprights, 
As, by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on to his confuſion ; 
He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 
His hopes *bave wiſdom, grace, and fear : 
And you all know, ſecurity 
Is mortals chiefeſt enemy. [Muſic and a + Gan 
Hark, 1 am call'd ; my little ſpirit, ſee, 
20 in a foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 
Sing within. Come away, come away, Cc. 
1 1 75 tch. Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be back 
Ein. 5 [ Exeunt. 
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5 SCENE. . 


— 9 


1» 


Euter Lzenox, and ne; Lord. 
FR My former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 


Which can interpret further? only, I fay, 


Things have been ſtrangely borne : the 2 Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth 1 he Was dead: 
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40 MACBETH. 


And the right valient Banguo walk'd too late; 
W hom, you may ſee, if it pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled. Men muſt not walk too late, 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Danalbarn, | 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 
How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not ſtraight, 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 
That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of fleep * 
Was that not nobly done? ay, and wiſely too: 
For *twould have anger'd any heart alive, 
To hear the men deny it. So that I ſay, 
He has borne all things well : and I do think, 
That, had he Duncan's fons under his key 
(As, an't pleaſe heaven, he ſhall not), they ſhould find 
What *twere to kill a father; ſo ſhould Fleance. 
But, peace for from broad words, and cauſe he fail'd 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear 
Macduff lives in diſgrace: Sir, can you tell 
Where he beitows himſelf ? 
Lord. The fon of Duncan, | 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 


Lives in the Englith court; and is received 


Of the moſt pious Edward with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high reſpect : thither Macduſf is gone 
Jo pray the holy king, upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward : 
That, by the help of theſe (with Him above 
To ratity the work) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, ſleep to our nights; 
Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 
All which we pine for now: and this report 
Hath ſo exaſperated the king, that he 
Prepares for ſome attempt for war, 
Len. Sent he to Macduff? : 
Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back,  _ 
And hums ; as who ſhould ſay, Tawl] rue the time 


That clogs me with this anfwer; © 
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MACBETH, 41 


Len. And that well might 
Adviſe him to a caution, to hold what diſtance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come; that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering country, 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 
Lord. I'Il ſend my prayers with him. [ Exeunt. 
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AGT IV. SCENE I. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
1 H/itch. 


| HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
2 Witch. Thrice; and once the hedge-pig whin'd. 
3 Witch. Harper cries :—'tis time, *tis time. 
1 Mitch. Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 
Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights has thirty-one, 
dwelter'd venom, ſleeping got, 
Boll thou firſt i' the charmed pot! 
All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn, and, cauldron bubble. 
I Witch, Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and howlet's wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 


Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 


All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and cauldron, bubble. 


3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 


Witches? mummy ; maw, and gulf, R 
Of the ravin'd ſalt-ſea ſhark; | 


* 


Root of .hemlack, digg'd i' the dark; e 5 


Liver of blaſpheming Jew, 


42 MACBETH, 


Gall of goat, and | Jigs of. yew, 

Sliver'd © in the moon's eclipſe ; 

Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips: 

Finger of birth-ſtrang led babe, 

Ditch-deliver'd by a obs 

Make the gruel thick and ſlab: 

Add thereto a tyger's chaudron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. _ 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 

Then the charm is firm and good. | 


Enter HEC ATE, and other witches. 


Hec. Oh, well done! I commend your pawns ; 
And every one ſhall ſhare i“ the gains. 
And now about the cauldron ſing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 


MUSIC and a SONG. 


Black ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey, 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may, 
2 Witch. By the pricking of m . ne, 
Something wicked this way comes 
9 locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter MACBETH. 


Mac. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight _ 
What is't you do ? 


All. A deed without a name. 

Mac. I conjure you by that which you bestes 
(Howeer you come to know it) anſwer me: 
Though you untie the winds and let them fight 
A the churches.; though the _ waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation 


Though bladed corn be lodg 6, , and trees blown down; 5 


Though caſtles topple on their warder's 1 3 
TM palaces, and pyramids, do one 
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MACBETH, 43 


Their heads to their foundations ; though the ire.” 
Of nature's germins tumble all together, 


Even *till deſtruction ſicken, W me 


To what 1 aſk you. 
T1 Witch. Speak. 
2 Witch. Demand. 
3 Witch. We'll anſwer. 
1 Witch. Say, if thou hadſt rather hear it from out 
mouths, 
Or from our maſters ? 
Mac. Call them, let me ſee them. 
1 Witch. Pour in ſows blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow: greaſe, that ſweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 
Al. Come, high, or low; | 
Thyſelf and office, deftly ſhow, [ Thunder, 


I Apparition, an armed Head. 
Mac. Tell me, thou unknown pow'r 
1 Witch. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth | Macbeth Macbeth ! 8 AMacduft ; 
Beware the thane of F ife.—Diſmiſs me Enough. 


* [ Deſc cends * 
Mac. Whate' er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks ; . 


Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright: But one word more 


1 Witch. He will not be commanded: here's another, 
More potent than the firſt. n Thunder. 


« Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth! 
Mac, Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 


The power of man; for none of woman born 


Shall harm Macbeth, . [ Daten. ; 


Mae. Then live Macduf, wit nee "Ae of 968 75 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure,” — 
And take a bond of fate: thou fhalt not live; _ 


That I may tell-pale-hearted-feat'it lies 85 A 


And ſleep in fights thunder What 1 is this” ag 
"Thunder 


bs 


2d Hodarition; a hoch Chiu. . ww ; 25 


Asp. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute: laugh to ſeorn = 
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44 MACBETH. 


34 Apparition, a : Child crowned, with a Ty 6 in his Hand. 


That riſes like the iſſue of a king; 
And wears upon his baby brow the round 
and top of ſovereignty ? 

All, Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunſinane hill | 
Shall come againſt him. [ Deſcends, 

Mac. That will never be; 55 
Who can impreſs the foreſt; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? ſweet bodements! good 
Rebellious head, riſe never, till the wood 
Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 


Shall live the leaſe of nature, pay his breath 


To time, and mortal cuſtom. —Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me (if your art 


Can tell ſo much, ) ſhall Banquo's iſſue ever 


Reign in this kingdom? 

Al. Seck to know no more. 

Mac. I will be ſatisfy'd : deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you! let me know :— 
Why ſinks that cauldron ? and what noiſe is this? 


[ Hautbays, 
1 Witch. Shew |! , 
2 Witch. Sew! 
3 Witch. Shew! VE 


All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. 


[4 Shew of eight Kings, and Ba ; the laſ 
with a Glaſs in his hand. 

Mac. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquo; down! 
Thy crown does ſear mine eye-balls :—And thy air, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the firſt: — 

A third is like the former: — Filthy hags: 
Why do you ſhew me this?—A fourth Ster, eyes! 


What! will the line ſtretch out to the erack of doom? 


Another yet ?—A ſeventh?— I'll ſee no more: 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
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MACBETIH. 


Which ſhews me many more: and ſome J ſee, 
That twofold balls and treble ſceptres carry: 
Horrible ſight ;— Now, I ſee, tis true; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What? is this ſo ? 

1 Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is fo ;—But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?— | 
Come, ſiſters, cheer we up his ſpirits, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights ; 
PII charm the air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your antique round : | 
That this great king may kindly ſay, | 
Our duties did his welcome pay. Mußte. 


The witches dance and vaniſh. 


Mac. Where are they? Gone !—Let this pernicious 


hour 
Stand aye accurſed in the calender! 
Come in, without there 


Enter LENOx. 

Len, W hat's your grace's will ? 

Mac. Saw you the weird ſiſters? 

Len. No, my lord. 

Mac. Came they not by you? 

Len. No, indeed, my lord. 

Mac, Infected be the air whereon they ride 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them - did hear 
The galloping of horſe ; who was't came by ? 
Len. Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 

word, TR 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Mac. Fled to England? 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

Mac. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'ertook, 5 
Unleſs the deed go with it: from this moment, 

The very firſtlings of my heart ſliall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 


To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 


dane: ren « S347 752 7% > 
The caſtle of Aacduft I will ſurpriſe; 
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= © MACBETH. 


Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the ſword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 

T hat trace him in his line. No boaſting like a fool : 
This deed P11 do, before this purpoſe cool : | 

But no mote ſights !— Where are theſe gentlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE 11, 


Enter Macpuee's Wife, her Son, and Rossk. 


L. Macd. What hath he done, to make him fly the land? 
Raſſe. You muſt have patience, madam, 
L. Macd. He had none | 
His flight was madneſs : when our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 
Roſſe. You know not, 
Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. 
L. Macd. Wiſdom! to leave his wife; to leave his babes, 
His manſion, and his titles, in a place 
From wence himſelf does fly? He loves us not; 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren, 
'The moſt diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againſt the owl, 
Al] is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 
As little is the wiſdom, where the flight 


So runs againſt all reaſon. 


Roſſe. My deareſt coz , 
I pray you, ſchool yourſelf: but, for your huſband, 
He is noble, wiſe, judiciqus, and beſt know — 
The fits o' the ſeaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further: 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 
And do not know ourfelves ; when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 
But float upon a wid and violent ſea, 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward 
To what they were before. My pretty couſin, 


Bleiſing upon you 
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MMU BET H. 47 


L. Maid? Father'd h&is, and yet he's fartherlefs. 
Raſſe. La ſo much a fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 
It would be m diſgrace, and your diſcomtort : 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Roy, 
L. Mal. Sirrah, your father's dead; 
And what will you do now? How will you live?.. 2 * 
Lon. As birds do, mother. 
L. Maid, What, with worms and flies? 
San. With what I get, I mean; and ſo do they. 
L. Macd. Poor bird, thou'dſt Never fear the net nor 
lime, 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 
San. Why ſhould I, mother? Poor birds they are not 
ſet for. 
My father is nemtidead, for all your faying, | 
L. Meacd. Ves, he is dead; how wiit thou do for a 
father? 
Sen. Nay how will you do for a huſband ? 
L. Hdacd. Whyz I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son. Then you'll buy 'em to fell again, 


L. Hacd. Thou ſpeak'ſt with all thy wit; and yet 


*1taith, 

With wit enough for thee, ; 
Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ? Px 
L. Macd. Ay, that he was, | 96 A 
Son. What is a traitor ! | 1 1 


E. Macd. Why, one that ſwears and lies: 

gon. And be all traitors, that do to ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does ſo is a traitor, and ma & 
he hang'd. 

Sin. And muſt they all be hang” d, that ſwear and lie? 

L. Macd. Every one. 4 

Son, Who mutt hang them? 

L. Macd. Why the honeſt men. $4 * 5 

Son. Then the liars and ſwearers are ſools: fattthere 


are liars and ſwearers Saanen to beat the honeft mer, 


and hang up them. ; 
L. Macd. Now God help- thee, poor monkey 

how wilt thou do for a-father?  - | 
Sen. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 


would not, it were a g00d fign that I thoyle quickly have 
a new father, D 
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48 MACBETH. 


L. Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk'ſt ! 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


M:f. Bleſs you, fair dame ! [ am not to you known. 
Though in your ſtate of honour | am perfect. 
doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly: 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not found here; hence, with your little ones. 
Jo fright you thus, methinks ] am too ſavage; 
To do worſe to you, were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your perfon. 
Heaven preſerve you | 
J dare abide no longer. [Exit Meſſenger. 
L. Maca. Whither ſhould I fly? 
J have done no harm. But I remember now 
1 am ia this carthly world : where, to do harm, 
Is often laudable ; to do good, ſometime, 
Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas! 
Ds I put up that womanly defence, 
To ſay, I have done no harm: What are theſe faces? 


Enter Murderers. 


Mur. Where is your huſband ? 
L. Macd. I hope, in no place fo unſanctified, 
Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him. 
Hur. He's a traitor. 
Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou ſhag-ear'd villain. 
Mur. What, you eg 805 7 
Voung fry of treachery ? 
Sn. He has kill'd me, mother: 
Run away, I pray you. 
Lee 7 Macovrr, erying Murder. 
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Fnoland. 4 Mate COLM, and MACDUFE. 


Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and there 
Weep our {ad boſoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 
Hold fait the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Be:tride our down-fall'n birthdom : Each new morn, 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry; new ſorrows 
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And the rich Eaſt to boot. 


I ſpeak not as in an abſolute fear of you. 


MAc REI. 49 | | 


Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 1 
As if it felt with Scotland, and ycld out 
Like ſyllable of dolour. | 
Mal. What I believe, PII wail ; 1 
What know, believe; and what I can redreſs, | | 
As I ſhal} find the time to friend, I will. | q 0 
What you have ſpoke, it may be fo, perchance. | 
This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, | 4 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well; 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young; but ſome. 
thing 
You my deſerve of him through me: and wiſdom 
'To offer up a week, poor, innocent lamb, 
To appeaſe an angry god. 
lacd. I am not treacherous, 
Hal. But AZacbeth is. 
A good and yirtuous nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge, but I inall crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot trauipoſe: 
Angels are bright itill, though the brighteſt fell: = 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, = 
Yet grace muſt 111]] look fo, | | 
Macd, I have loſt my hopes 
Aal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. _ 
Why in that rawneſs left you wife, and child. 
( Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love) 
Without leave-takjng?—1 pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be your dithonours, 
But mine own ſafeties :— You may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think, 1 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 
Great tyranny, Jay thou thy baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dare not check thee!—Wear thou thy 
wrongs, 
His title js attear'd !—Fare thce well, lord: [ 
I would not be the villain that thou think'it, — by 
For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant's graſp, | 
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It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gaſii $ 
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, FA 
'T here would be hands uplifted in my right ; ; 5 
And here, from gracious England, have J offer 
Of goodly thouſands : but, for all this, b 
When I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, : 
Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor country V 
Shall have more vices that i it had before; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, | 
By him that ſhall ſucceed. E - 
Macd. W hat ſhould he be ? pl 
Mal. It is myſelf I mean: in whom I know = 
All the particulars of vice fo grafted, 
hat when they ſhall be open'd black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow 3 and the poor ſtate 
Eiteem him as a lamb, being compar'd 
With my confineleſs harms. 
Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd, 
In evils to top "Macbeth. 
Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, ſmacking of every fin 
That has a name: But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuouſneſs: your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up * 
Theciftern of my luſt; and my deſire |. 
All continent impediments would o'er-bear, | 


That did oppoſe my will: better Macbeth, 


I Than ſuch a one to reign, 

Macd. Boundlels i intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny : it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 
And tall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo hoodwink. 
| We have willing dames enough; there cannot be 
. That vulture in you to devour ſo many 
As will to greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it 1% inclin'd. 

Hal. With this there grows, 


In my moſt ill-compos'd affection, ſuch 
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A ſtanchleſs avarice, that, were I a king, 
{ ſhould cut off the nobles for their lands; 
Deſire his jewels, and this other's houle ; 
And my more-having would be as a ſauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I ſhould forge 
Quacrels unjuſt againſt the good, and loyal, 
Deſtroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This avarice 
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root 
Than ſummer- ſceming Juſt : and it hath been 
The ſword of our ſlain kings: yet do not fear 
Scotland hath foyſons to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own : all theſe are portable, 
With other graces weigh'd. 


Mal. But I have none: the king-becoming graces, 


As juſtice, verity, temperance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, perſeverance, mercy, lowlineſs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 


1 have no reliſh of them; but abound 


in the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, | 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 

Uproar the univerſal peace, confound | 

All unity on earth. 


Macd. Oh, Scotland! Scotland! 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: 


I am as J have ſpoken. 


Macd, Fit to govern | 
No, not to live.—O nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-ſcepter'd, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again? 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction ſtands accurs'd, | 
And does blaſpheme his breed? —Thy royal father 
Was a moſt fainted king ; the queen, that bore thee, 
Oſt'ner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well! 
Theſe evils thou repeat'ſt upon thyſelf, 


Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. -O, my breaſt, 


Thy hope ends here! 
Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 5 
Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul d D 
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52 MACBETH, 


Wip'd the black ſcrupies, reconcil'd my thoughts 

Jo thy good truth and honour. Devilith Hacbelh, 

By many of theſe trains, hath ſought to win me 

Into his power; and modeſt wiſdom piucks ine 

From over-credulous haite ; but God above 

Deal between thee and me ! for even now 

{ put myſelf to thy direction, and 

Unſpeak mine owi detraction ; here abjure 

The taints and blames 1 laid upon mylelt, 

For ſtrangers to my nature. am yet 

Unknown to woman; never was foreſworn 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own; 

At no time broke my faith; would not betray 

The devil to his fellow; and delight 

No leſs in truth, than life: my firſt falſe fpeaking 

Was this upon myſelf: what 1 am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor country's to command: 

Whither, indeed before thy here-approach, 

Old Siward, with ten thoutand warlike men, 

All ready at a point, was ſetting forth: 

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs, 

Be our warranted quarrel! Why are you ſilent? 
Alacd, Such welcome and unwelcome things at one, 

"I is hard to reconcile, 


Enter a Doctor. 


Mal. Well; more —anon. Comes the king forth, I 


pray you? 
Doc. Ay, Sir: there are a crew of wretched fouls, 
That ſtay his cure; their malady convinces 


The great atiay of art; but, at his touch, 


Such ſanctity hath heaven given his hand, 
They preſently amend. 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor. * iT Exit: 
MAacd. What's the diſeaſe he means? 
Mal. Lis call'd che evil: 
A moſt miraculous work in this good king; 
Which oiten, ſince my here-remain in England, 
] have ſcen him do. How he lolicits heaven, 
Himſelf best knows : but ſtrangely-viſited people, 
All ſwoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deipair of ſurgery, he cures; 
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Hanging a golden ſtamp about their necks, 
Put 0: with holy prayers: and 'tis ſpoken, 

| To the ſucceeding royalty he leaves 

TI he healing beneaiction. With this ftrange virtue, 
| 7 He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 

- And ſundry bleſſings hang about his throne, 

= That ſpeak him full of grace. 

: Enter Ross. 


— 


Macd. See, who comes here? 
Mal. My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now; good God, be.imes, remove 
The means that make us itrangers ! 
Reſſe. Sir, Amen. 
HMHucd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Raſſe. Alas! poor country; 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf it cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile; 
W here ſighs, and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent forrow ſeems 
A modern eeſtacy; the dead man's kneil 
Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere they ficken. 
Macd. Oh, relation, 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal. What's the neweſt grief? 
Ro/je. That of an hour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd, How does my wife; 
Roſe, Why, well. 
Macd. And all my children? 
Roſe. Well too. 


Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Rzſſe. No; they were all at peace, when I did leave 
them. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech ; how goes it? 
Reſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings 
V/hich I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were cut; 94 
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Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather; 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help: your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, make our women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 
Mal. Beit their comfort, 
We are coming thicher : gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Siward, and ten thouſand men; 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 

Roſſo. Would I could anſwer 


This comfort with the like! But I have words, 


hat would be howil'd out in the deſart air, 
Where hearings ſhould not catch them. 
Macd. What concern they! ? 
The general cauſe ? or is it a free-gift, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 
Riſe. No mind, that's honeſt, 


But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 


Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 


Roſſe. Let not your cars - deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heav jeſt found, 


That ever yet they heard. 
Macd. Hum! 1 gueſs at it. 


Raſſe. Your caſtle is ſurpriz'd your wife, and babes. 


Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of theſe murder'd deer 
To add the death of you. | 

Mal. Merciful heaven! 


What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your Drows ; 
Give ſorrow words : the gricf, that does not ſpeak; 
\W kiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 


Mac. My children too ? 

Rofſe.. Wife, children, ſervants, all 
'T hat could be found. 

Macd. And I muſt be from thence | | 
My wife kilPd too? 

Rc ſje. J have ſaid. 

Hal. Be comforted : 


Let's make us med' cines of our great revenge, 


FE, EST. I” 
K 


75 

b +4 

8 

e | 

BL 
5 


*. "IS 


* 
* 


0 N ; ; : n 
P! pd o ». ðͤ 


32 


unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon 
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To cure this deadly grief 
Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay all? — Ob, hell-kice — All? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop ? 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. 1 1thall do ſo; | 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man: 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
I hat were molt precious to me. Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macauf, 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! naught that J am. 
Not for their own demeri:s, but for mine, 
Fell laughter on their ſouls : Heaven reſt them now! 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword: let grief - 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it, 
Macd. Oh! I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue I But, gentle heaven, 
Cut ſhort all intermittion ; front to front, 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myſelf ; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him; if he 'ſcape, 
Heaven, forgive him too | 
Mal. This tune goes manly. 
Come, go we to the king; our power is ready 
Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the powers above 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. [ Exeunrt. 


ACT. L. SCENE I. 


Enter a Doctor. of Phyſick, and a waiting Gentlewoman. 
Doctor. 


F Have two nights watch'd with you, but can perceive no | 1 


truth in your report. When was it the laſt walk'd ? 
Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, I have ſeen 
ner riſe from her bed, throw her night-gown upon her, 


it, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again return to bed; 


yet all this while in a molt faſt ſleep. 
Doct. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 
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once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watching, 
In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard 
her ſay ? 
Gent. That, Sir, which I ſhall not report aſter her. 
Dot. You may, to me; and*tis moſt meet you ſhould, 
Gent, Neither to you, nor any one; having no wit- 
nels to confirm my ſpeech. 


Enter Lady MACBETH, with a Taper. 


Lo you, here ſhe comes! This is her very guiſe ; and 
upon my life, fait aſleep, Obſerve her; itand close. 

Doc. How came ſhe by that light:? 

Gert. Why, it ſtood by her: ſhe has light by her con- 
tinually; 'tis her command. 

Da. You ſee, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. 

Do. What is it ſhe does now? Look, how fhe rubs 
her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem thus 
waſhing her hands; J have known her continue in this a 
quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot, 

Dot Hark, ſhe ſpeaks: I will ſet down what comes 
from her, to ſatisfy my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 

Lady. Out, damned ſpot ! out, I fay One; 'T'wo ; 
Why, "han 'tis time to do't :—Hell is murky !—Fic, 
my Lord, fie! a ſoldier, and afraid? What need we tear 
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac- 
count ?—Yet who would have thought the old man to 
have had ſo much blood in him 

Da. Do you mark that? 

Lady. The thane of Fife had a wife; where is the 
now What: will theſe hands ne'er be clean ?—No 
more o'that, my lord, no more o'cthats you mar all 
with this ſtarting. 


Dat. Go to, go to; you have known what you 


ſhould not. 


Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure of 
that : heaven knows what ſhe hath known. ä 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of blood ſtill: all the perfumes 
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Doc. What a ſigh is there? The heart is ſorely 
charg'd. 

Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 5 

Doa. Well, well, well,— 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir. 8 

Doct. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known thoſe which have walk'd in their {leep, who 
have died holily in their beds, 

Lady. Wath your hands, put on your night-gown; 
look not ſo pale I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; 
he cannot come out of his grave. 

Dog. Even ſo! | 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate. 

ome, come, come, come, give me your hand; what's 
done, cannot be undone : Io bed, to bed, to bed. 
i Exit Lady. 
Doct. Will ſhe go now to-bed ? 

Gent. Directly. | 

Da. Foul whiſperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſecrets. 

More needs ſhe the divine, than the phyſician. 

God, God forgive us all! Look after her; 

Remoye from her the means of all annoyance, 

And ſtill keep eyes upon her :— So, good night: 

My mind ſhe has mated, and amaz'd my fight : 

I think, but dare not ſpeak. | 
Gent, Good night, good doctor, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. | 
Drums and Colours. Enter MENTETH, CarTrxtss 
ANGUS, LENOX, and Soldiers. 


Ment. The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcoli, 
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges burn in them : tor their dear cauſes 
Would, to the bleeding and the grim alarm, 
Excite the mortitied man. a 
Ang. Near Birnam wood FD 
Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 
Cath, Who knows, if Donalbain be with his brother ? 


Fa 
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Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: I have a file 
Of all the gentry; there is Sitard's fon, 

And many unrough youths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood, 

Ment. What does the tyrant? 

Cath. Great 'Yunſinane he ſtrongly fortifies ; 
Some ſay he's mad; others, that lefler hate him, 
Do call him valiant fury ; but, for certain, 

He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 
His ſecret murders Waking on his hands; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid | his faith-breach; 
Thoſe he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love: ow does he feel his title 
Hang looſe about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh thief. 

Ment. Who then ihall blame 
His peſter d ſenſes to recoil and ſtart, 
When all that is within him docs condemn 
Itſelf, for being there ? 

Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where *tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the medicine of the ſickly weal : 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or fo much as it needs, 

To dew the ſovereign flow'er, and drown the weeds, 
Make we our march towards Birnam. 


[ Exeunt ma; ching. 


SCENE 111. 


Enter MacgETH, Doctor, and Attendants. 


Mac. Bring me no more reports; let them fly all: 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunſinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not born of woman? The ſpirits that know 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus: 
Fear not, Macbeth: no man that's born of woman, 
Shall e' er have power upon thee, —T hen fly, falſe T hanes, 
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And mingle with the Engliſh epicures: 
The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg with doubt, or ſhake with fear. 


| Enter a Servant, 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon 
Where got'ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 

Ser. There is ten thouſand— 

Mac. Geele, villain ? 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 


Mac. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy foul ! thoſe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser. The Engliſh force, ſo plcaſe you. 


ac. Take thy face hence. —Stzyt9z (I am ſick at 
heart, 


When I behold—Seyton, I fay !—This puſh 

Will cheer me ever, or diſſeat me now. 

J have liv'd long enough: my May of life 

Is fallen into the ſear, the yellow leaf: 

And that which ſhould accompany old age, 

As honours, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

| muſt not look to have; but in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 


Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not, 
Septon — 5 | 
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Enter SEY TON. 


Sey. What is your gracious pleaſure? 
Mac. What news more ? 


Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Mac. I'II fight, *till from my bones my fleſh be hack' d 
Give me my armour. 
Sey. Tis not needed yet. 
Mac. VI put it on. | 
end out more horſes, ſæirr the country round; 
Hang thoſe that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
low does your patient, doctor ? S 
Do, Not fo lick, my lord, 
As the is troubled with thick-coming-fancics, 
That Keep her from her reſt, 7 
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Mac. Cure her of that: 

Canſt thcu not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow ; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanſe the foul boſom of that * ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart 

Doct. Therein the patient 
Muſt miniſter to himſelf. 

Moc. Throw phyſick to the dogs, I'll none of it.— 
Come, put mine armour on; give me my ſtaff: 
Seyton, tend out. Doctor, the thanes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, diſpatch: If thou could'ſt, doctor, caſt 
The water of my land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health, 
J would applaud thee to the very echo, 
That ſhould applaud again.—Pull't off, I ſay.— 
hat rhubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Engliſh hence? Heareſt thou of them 


Dea. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething, | Ka: 
A7ac. Bring it after me. 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
ill Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinane. 
Dies. Were I from Dunſinane away and clear, 


Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. [Exeunt. 


— nn ti —— 


— 


SCENE IV. 


Drums and Colours. Enter MALcoLM, S1WARD, Mac- 
DUFF, SIWARD's Son, MENTETH, CATHNEsSS, AN- 
GUS, and Soldiers marching. 


Mal. Couſins, I hope, the days are near at hand, 
That chambers will be ſafe. 

47:nt. We doudt it nothing. 

S:w. What wood is this before us? 

Men. The wood of Birnam. | 

Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our hoſt, and make diſcovery 
Err in report of us. 


MACBETH. X O1 


Sold. It ſhall be done. 
Siv. We learn no other, but the conhdent tyrant 
* Keeps ftill in Dunſinane, and will endure 
EZ Our ſetting down before't. 
Mal. Tis his main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the revolt; 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too. 
Macd. Let our juſt cenſures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induſtrious ſoldierſhip. 
S:w, The time approaches, 
That will due deciſion make us know 
What we inall ſay we have, and what we owe, 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate; 
But certain iſſue ſtrokes muſt arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war. [ Exeunt marchins. 


1 


8 
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Sc NE V. 


——_—_— — 


Enter Mach TH, SEYTON, and Soldiers with Drums 
and Col:urs. 


Mac. Hang out our banners on the outward walls: 

The cry is ſtill, They come: Our caſtle's ſtrength 

Would laugh a ſiege to ſcorn: here let them lie, 

Till famine and the ague eat them up: 

Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
ie might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home, What is that noiſe ? 

1 [A cry within of women. 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

Mac. I have almoſt forgot the taite of fears : 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
Io hear a night-ſhriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe, and {tir 
As life were in't: I haye ſupt full with horrors; 
Vireneſs, familiar to my flaught'rous thoughts, pies 

Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was chat cry! 

vey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 
ac. She ihouid have dy'd hereatct ; 
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The wood began to move. 


62 MACBETH., 


There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 
TFo-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morraw, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 2 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 

The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow ; a poor player, 
That {ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, _ 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 

Told by an ideot, full of found and fury, 
Signifying nothing. — 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
1 com'ſt to uſe thy tongue: thy ſtory quickly. 


. Gracious, my lord, 
1 malle report that which, I ſay I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 
Mac. Well, ſay, Sir. 
Meſ. As 1 did ſtand my watch upon che hill, 
I look*'d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 


Mac. Liar and flave! , [Striking hin. 
Me. Let mè endure your wrath, if't be not ſo: 
Within this three mile may you lee it coming; 
I fay, a moving grove. 
Mac. If thou Tpeak'ft falſe, 
Upon the next tree ihalt thou hang alive, 
ill famine cling thee : if thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
I care not if thou do'ſt for me as much, — 
I pull in reſolution; and begin 
Jo doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 
That lies like truth: Fear net, till e wood 
Do come to Dunſinane !—and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunſinane.— Arm, arm, and out !—- 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 
There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
Pegin to be a-weary of the ſun, 


And with the eſtate o'the world were now undone. — 
Ring the alarum-bell: — Blow, wind! my, wreck! 


At leaſt well die with harneſs on our back, & [ Excul 


MACBETH, 63 
SCENE VI. 


Drums and Colours. Enter MaLcolL u, S1warn, Mac- 
DUFF, and their Ariny, with Boug hs. 


Mal. Now near enough ; your leafy ſcreens throw 
down, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are :—You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my couſin, your right noble ſon, 
Lead our firft battle ; worthy Macduff, and we, 
Shall take upon us what elſe remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Siw. Fare you well— 
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
* Macd. Make all our trumpets peak ; give them all 
* breath, 
EZ Thoſe clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 


[ Exeunt. Alarums continued. 


ä 


— — f TS. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter MACBETH. 


Mac. They have ty'd me to a ſtake; I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I mutt fight the courſe. —What's ke, 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 


Enter Young SIWARD, 


Zo. Sizo. What is thy name ? 

Mac. 'T houPt be afraid to hear it. 

Yo. Si. No; though thou call'ſt thyſelf a hotte: 

name ; 

Than any is in hell. 

Mac. My name's Macbeth. 

lo. Siw. The devil himſelf could not pronounce a title. 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Mac. No, nor more fearful. 

To. Sito. Thou lieſt, abhorred tyrant; with my ad 
PI Proye the lie thou ſpeak'ſt. 

Fight ; ; 1 Young Sw ARD“ is Hain. 


— — r EE I ON Henne rt A” na 
— — — — — 


by MACBETH, 


Mac. Thou watt born of woman. 
But tv-ords I ſmile at, weapons Jaugh to ſcorn, 
Brandiin'd by man that's of a woman born. Exit 


Aarums. Enter NMACDUFE. 
Zlacd. That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhe thy fac 
If thou be'ſt flain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched kernes, whole arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves; either thou, Macbeth, 
Or elſe my ſword, with an unbatter'd edge, 
] ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be; 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
Seems bruited: Let me find him fortune! and 
More I beg not. : [Exit. Alarui, 
Eiter MLcoLu and Old S1W ARD. 
Sw. Ihis way, my lord;—the caſtle's gently rer- 
er'd: g 
The tyrant's people on both ſides do fight; 
"2 he noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almolt itſelf profeſſes yours, 
And little is to do. 
Mal. We have met with foes 
That ftrike beſide us. | 
$10, Enter, Sir, the caſtle. Exeunt. Alatun, 
| Re-enter MACBETH, 
Mac. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and dic E 
On mine own ſword ? whiles J ſee lives, the gaſhes F 
Ds better upon them. E 
Re-enter MACDUFF. * 
AMAacd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. | | 
Mac. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : E 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 9 1 
Macd. I have no words, - | I 
My voice is in my ſword : thou bloodier yillain 1 
I han terms can give thee out ? Figbt. Alaruit 
Mac. FT hou lateſt labour: | 
As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts; 
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{ bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
To one of woman born. | 
Macd. Deſpair thy charm ; 
And let the angel, whom thou {till haſt ſerv'd, 
Tell thee Macauff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. a 
Mac. Accurſed be the tonge that tells me ſo, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man 
And be theſe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee, 
© Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the ſhew and gaze o'the time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon a pole; and under writ, + 
Here may you ſee the tyrant. 
Mac. 1 will not yield, 1, 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble's curſe. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born, 
Yet 1 will try the laſt: before my body 
| throw my warlike ſhield : lay on, Macduff: 
And damn'd be him that firſt cries, Hold, enough. 
Lxeunt fighting. Marums, 


Re-enter fighting, and MACBETH ts Hain. 


Retreat and Flouriſh. Euter with Drums and Colours, 
MaLcoLm, Old SIWARD, RossE, Thanes, and Sol- 
diers, | W 
Mal. I would the friends we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd, 
$:7w. Some mult go off: and yet, by thele I fee, - 

So great day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mal. Maciuff is miſling, and your noble ſon, 
Roſſe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt: 

He only liv'd but till he was a man 

The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd 

In the unſhrinking ſtation where he tought, 


But like a man he dy'd. 


Sito. Then he is dead? 


| They ſay, he parted well, and paid his ſcore: 


So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us crown d at Scone. 


56 MACBETH. 
Roſe. Ay, and brought off the field: * your cauſe of 


ſorrow 
Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for den 
It hath no end. 

$:w. Had he his hurts before ? 

Roſſe. Ay, on the front. 

Sito. Why then, God's ſoldier be he 
Had I as many ſons as I have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
And fo his knell is knoll'd. 

Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that I'll ſpend for him. 

$:w. He's worth no more; 


And fo, God be with him Here comes newer comfort. 


Re-enter MACDUFF, with MacyeTH's Head, 


Macd. Hail, king! for fo chou. art: behold, where 
ſtands 
The uſurper's curſed head: the time js free: 
I ſce thee compaſsd with thy kingdom's my 
That ſpeak my falutation in their min | 
Whoſe voices I deſire aloud with mine, 
Hail, king of Scotland! _ | 
All. Hail, king of Scotland! | [AHuouriſtb. 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſeveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My thanes and kinſmen, 
Henceforth be earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam'd, What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, — 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny. 
Producing forth the cryel miniſters 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen; 
Who as tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 
Took off her life; — this and what needful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the grace of grace, 
We will perform in meaſure, time, and place: 


THE END. 3, [ Flourifh. Exennt, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A 


MEN. 
M. AN Tod, 
Ocr Avius CxSAR, N Triumvirs. 


EMILIUSs LEPiDUS, 
SExXrus POMPEIUS. 


Douirius ENOBARBUS,Y 


VENTIDIUS, 
CANIDIUS, 

Eros, 

SCARUS, 

DERCET As, 
DEMETRIUS, 
PriLo, 
MEczxNas, ) 


> Friends of Antony. 


 AGRIPPA, 


DoLABELLA 

. a 

7 0 5 

PROCULEIS, Rin . 
THYREUS, | 
GaALLUs, J 
Mrnas, | | 
MENECRATES, Friends of Pompey. 
V ARRiUs, 


BSILIUS, an Officer in Ventidiuss Army. 


Tavkvs, Licutenant-General to Czſar. 
ALEXAS, 

MARDIAN, 
SELEUCUS, 
DiomEDes, 
A Soothjayer : A Clown. 


Servants to Cleopatra. 


"WOMEN. 


CLEOPATRA, Queen of Egypt. 
OcTAVIA, S:/ter to Czfar, and Wife to Antony. 


CHARMIAN 
- 3 5 
le | Attendants on Cleopatra. 


Ambaſſadors from Antony to Cæſar, Captains, Soldiers, Me- 


ſengers, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE is diſperſed in ſeveral Parts of the Roman Empire. 
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5 3 . | 4 
= SCENE I. CrrorartRaA's Palace ar Alixandria. 1 
Enter DEMETRIUS and PHILO, | | 
| Philo. 


AY, but this dotage of our general's fl 
O'ferflows the meafure : thole his goodly eyes | 
That o'er the files and muſters of the war | F 
Have. glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn 1 

The office and devotion of their view 0 
Upon a tawny front: his captain's heart, 13 
Which in the ſcuffles of great fights hath burſt 1 0 
& The buckles on his breaſt, reneges all temper ; 
And is become the bellows and the fan : 
== To cool a gypſey's luſt. —Look where they come 
= lourih. Enter AN rON * and CLEOPATRA, with their 
1 | Trains; Eunuchs fanning her. 
Lake but good note, and you thall fee in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform'd 
2 into a ſtrumpet's fool: behold, and ſee. 

& Cleo. If it be love indeed tell me how much. 
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd. 
Cleo, I'll ſet a bourne how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thou needs find out new heaven, new 
earth. 


— 


| Enter a Meſſenger. | 1 

M. News, my good lord, from Rome. 1 
Ant. Grates me: — The ſum. 1 
BY Clo. Nay, hear them, Antony: 

Fulvia, perchance, is angry: Or, who knows, 
uu the ſcarce-bearded Czfar have not ſent N 
+ His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this; | . i 
BK Take in that kingdom, and enfranchiſe De; | 
cr form't, or elle we damn thee. | 9 

Ant. How, my love 
Jes. Perchance—nay, and moſt like, 
x You muſt not {tay here longer, your diſmiſſion 
come from Cæſar; therefore hear it, Antony, — A 2 

5 0 
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4 AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Where's Fulvia's proceſs? Cæſar's, I would ſay?— 
Both ?— 
Call in the meſſengers.—As I am Ægypt's queen, 
Thou bluſheſt, Antony; and that blood of thine 
Is Czfar's homager : elſe fo thy cheek pays ſhame, 
When ſhrill-tongu'd Fulvia ſcolds. he meſſenger, 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt! and the wide arch 
Of the rang'd empire fall? Here is my ſpace ; 
Kingdoms are clay: our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beaſt as man; the nobleneſs of life 
Is to do thus when ſuch a mutual pair {[ Ewbracuy; 
And ſuch a twain can do't; in which I bind, 
On pain of puniſhment, the world to weet, 
We ſtand up peerleſs. 
Cl-o. Excellent falſehood ! _ 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? 
PI ſcem the fool J am not; Antony 
Will be himſelf. 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra.— 
Now, for the love of love, and his ſoft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference harſh: 
There's not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtretch 
Without ſome pleaſure now: W hat ſport to-night! 
Cleo. Hear the ambaſſadors. | 
Ant, Fie, wrangling queen | 
W hom every thing becomes, to chide, to leh, - 
To weep ; whole every paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make itſelf in thee fair and admir'd! 
No meflenger but thine ;—and all alone 
To-night we'll wander through the ſtreets, and note 
The qualities of people, Come, my queen, 
Laft night you did defire it: Speak not to us. 
[ Exeunt ANT. and CLEO, with their Tra 
=_ -. Dem. Is Cæſar with Antonious priz'd ſo ſlight? 
| Phil. Sir, ſometimes, when he is not Antony, 
| He comes too ſhort of that great property 
Which {till ſhould go with Antony. 
Dem. I am full ſorry 
That he approves the common liar, who . 
| Thus ſpeaks of him at Rome; but I will hope E 
p Of better deeds to-morrow, Reſt you happy * Exc 
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AN TONY AND CLEO ATRA. 5 


SCENE II. Another Part of the Palace. 
Enter CHARMIAN, IRAs, ALEXAS, and a Soothſayer. 


Char. Lord Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing 
Alexas, almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the ſooth- 
fayer that you prais'd fo to the queen? O!] that I knew 
EZ this huſband, which, you ſay, mult change his horns with 
EZ garlands | 2 | 

: Alex. Soothſayer. 

S$ooth. Your will. 

Char. Is this the man? Is't you, fir, that know things? 
EZ Sth, In Nature's infinite book of ſecrecy 
EZ A little I can read. 

Alex. Shew him your hand, 

a | Enter FNOBARBUS. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough 
Cleopatra's health to drink. | 
| Char. Good fir, give me good fortune. 

Soot h. J make not, but foreſee. 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Seat h. Y ou ſhall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in fleſh. 

Tras. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid | 

Alex. Vex not his preſcience ; be attentive. 

Ghar, Huſh! " | 

Seth. You ſhall be more beloving than belov'd. 

Char, 1 had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex, Nay, hear him. 

Gar. Good now, ſome exeellent fortune] Let me be 
married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them all ! 

Letme have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may 
do homage! Find me to marry with Octavius Cæſar, and 
companion me with my mittrelſs | 

Sooth, You ſhall outlive the lady whom you ſerve. 

Char, O excellent! I love long life better than figs. 

Soot h. Y ou have ſeen and prov'd a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

! Gar. Then, belike, my children ſhall have no names; 
: Pr ythee, how many boys and wenches mult I have? 
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6 | ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


So2th. If every of your wiſhes had a womb, 
And foretel every wiſh, a million. 

Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. Len none but your 1 theets are privy to your 
wrihes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras her's. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and moſt of our fortunes, to-night ſhall 
be- drunk to bed. 

Iras. There's a palm preſages chaſtity, if nothing elle, 

Char, Even as the o'crflowing Nilus preſageth famine, 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot ſoothſay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitſul prognoſti- 
cation, I cannot fcratch mine ear. Pr'ythee, tell her but 
a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Y our fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how? give me particulars, 

Soto. J have ſaid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than ſhe? 

Char. Well, it you were but an inch of fortune better 


than I, where 1 you chooſe it? 


Tras. Not in my huſband's nofe. 

Char. Our worter thoughts heavens mend! Alexas, 

come, his ſortune, his fortune.—O ! let him marry a 
woman that cannot go, ſweet Iſis, I beſeech thee ! And 
let her die too, and give him a worle | and let worſe follow 
worſe, *till the Worſt of all follow him laughing to his 
grave fifty-fold a cuckold? Good Iſis, hear me this 
prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight; 
good Iſis, I beſeech thee |! 
Iras Amen, Dear goddeſs, hear that prayer of the 
people | for, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow to behold a foul 
knave cliche: therefore, dear Iſis „ keep decorum, 
and fortune him a0rdidg y! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now | if it lay i in their hands to make me 
cuckold, they would make themſelves whores but they'd 
.do't. | 

Eno. Huſh! here comes Antony. 

_ Char, Not he; the queen, 


pm, 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 7 


Enter CLEOPATRA. 


Cho. Saw you my lord? 
Eno. No, lady. 
Cleo. Was he not here? 
Char. No, madam. 
Cleo. He was diſpos'd to mirth ; but on the ſudden 
A Roman thought had {truck him. —Enobarbus— 
End. Madam. | 
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. W here's Alexas ? 
Alex. Here, at your ſervice. My lord approaches. 


Enter ANTONY, with a Meſſenger and Aitendants. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: go with us. [ Exeunt. 
Ms. Fulvia thy wife firſt came into the field. 
Ant. Againit my brother Lucius ? 
Meſ. Ay: 
But ſoon that war had end, and the time's ſtate 
Made friends of them, joining their forces *gainit Cæſar; 
Whoſe better iſſue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the firſt encounter, drave them. 
Ant. Well, what worſt? _ 
Mzſ. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. — On: 
Things that are paſt are done with me.— Tis thus; 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
[ hear him as he flatter'd. | | 
Meſ. Labienus (this is ſtiff news) . 


FHath, with his Parthian force, extended Aſia, 


From Euphrates his conquering banner ſhook, 
From Syria to Lydia, and to ſonia 
Whilſt | | 
Ant. Antony, thou wouldſt ſay— 
Hf. O my lord ! * FOE 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue; 
Name Cleopatra as ſhe's cail'd in Rome 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phraſe; and taunt my faults 
With ſuch full licence as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O! then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quick winds lie ſtill; and our ills told us 
Is as our caring. Fare thee well a while. 
Meſ.. At your noble pleaſure. | I Exit. 
Ant. From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there. 
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x Ait. The man from Sicyon. Is chere ſuch an one? 
2 Att. He ſtays upon your will. 
Ant. Let him appear. | 


Theſe ſtrong Egyptian fetters I muſt break. 


Enter a ſecond Meſſenger. 


Or loſe myſelf in dotage. What are you? 


2 Mef. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 
Ant. Where died ſhe? 
2 Me. In Sicyon: 


Her length of ſickneſs, with what elſe more ſerious 


Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a Letter. 
Ant. Forbear me. — [Exit Meſſenger, 

There's a great ſpirit gone! Thus did 1 defire it: 

What our contempts do often hurl from us 

We with it ours again; the preſent pleaſure, 

By revolution lowering, does become 

The oppolite of itſelf: ſhe's good, being gone; 

The hand could pluck her back that ſhov'd her on. 

I muſt from this enchanting queen break off; 

Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills I know, 


My idleneſs doth hatch —How now ! Enobarbus ! 


Enter ENOBARBUs. 
Luo. What's your pleaſure, fir? 
Ant. I muſt with haſte from hence. 


Eno, Why, then we kill all our women: we ſee how 


mortal an unkindneſs is to them; if they ſuffer our de- 
parture, death's the Word. 
Aut. J muſt be gone. | 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion let women die: it 
were pity to caſt them away for nothing; though, be- 
tween them and a great cauſe, they {ould be efteen'd 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the leaſt noiſe of this, 
dies inſtantly; I have ſeen her die twenty times upon far 
poorer moment; I do think there is mettle in death, 
which commits ſome loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a 
eelerity in dying. 

Ant. dhe is cunning paſt man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, fir. no; her paſſions are made of nothin! 
but the fineſt part of pure love: we cannot call her winds 
and waters ſighs and tears; they are greater ftorms and 
tempeſts than almanacs can report: this cannot be cum 
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ning in her; if it be, ſhę makes a ſhower of raig as well 
as Jove. 


Ant. Would I had never ſeen her! | 

Eno. O, fir, you had then 1-it unſcen a wonderful piece 
of work; which not to have been bleſt withal would have 
diſcredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead, 

Eno. Sir | 

Ant. Fulvia is dead, 

Eno. Fulvia ? 

Ant. Dead. 


Eno. Why, fir, give the gods a thankful ſacrifice, 
When it pleaſeth their deities to take the wife of a man 
from him, it ſhews to man the tailors of the earth ; com- 
forting therein, that, when old robes are worn out, there 
are members to make new, If there were no more women 
but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe to 
be lamented: this grief is crowr'd with conſolation your 
old ſmock brings torth a new petticoat ;—and, indeed, the 
tears live in an onion that ſnould water this ſorrow. 

Ant. The buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd in the ſtate 
Cannot endure my abſence. | 

Eno. And the byſineſs you have. broached here cannat 
be without you ; eſpecially that of . Cleopatra's, which 
wholly depends on your abode. - 

Ant. No more light anſwers. Let your officers 
Have notice what ve purpoſe : I ſhall break 
The cauſe of our expedience to the queen, 
And get her loye to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us ; but the letters too 

many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Cæſar, and commands 
The empire of the ſea: our ſlippery people 
(Whoſe love is never link'd to the deſerver 
Till his deſerts are paſt) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 
Upon his ſon ; who, high in name and power. 
Higher than both in blood and life, ſtands up 
For the main ſoldier ; whoſe quality, going on, 
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The ſides ofthe world may danger: Much is breeding, 
Which, like the courſer's hair, hath yet but life, 

And not a-ſerpent's poiſon. Say, our pleaſure 

To ſuch whole place is under us, requires 

Our quick remove from hence. 


uo. I ſhall dot. Tens. 


SCENE III. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and ALEX As. 


Cleo. Where is he? 
Char. ] did not ſee him ſince. 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what hedoes :— 
I did not fend you;—if you find him fad, 
Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report | 
That I am ſudden ſick: Quick, and return, [ Exit ALEX. 
Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 
Cleo. What ſhould J do, I do not ? 
Char. In each thing give him way, croſs him in nothing. 
Cle. Thou teacheſt like a fool: the way to loſe him, 
Char, Tempt him not fo too far: I wiin, forbear ; 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 


nter ANTONY. 


But here comes Antony. 
Cleo. L am, fick and fullen. 
Ant. I am forry to give breathing to my purpoſe.— 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I thall fall; 
It cannot be thus long, the ſides of nature 
Will not ſuſtain it. 1 
Ant. Now, my deareſt queen 
Cleo. Pray you, ſtand farther from me. 
Ant. What's the matter! 
Cleo. know, by that ſame eye, there's ſome good news. 
What ſays the marry'd woman ?—Y ou may go; 
Would the had never given you leave to come! 
Let her not fay tis I that keep you here, 


I have no power upon you; her's you are. 
Ant. The gods beſt know— 
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Cleo. O, never was a queen 
So mightily betray'd! Yet, at the firit, 

1 ſaw the treaſons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra | | 

Cleo. Why ſhould-I think you can be mine, and true, 
Though you in ſwearing ſhake the throned gods, 
Who have been falſe to Fulvia? Riotous madaels, 

To be entangled with thoſe mouth-inade vows . 

Which break themſelves in ſwearing ! 

Ant. Moit ſweet queen — 

Cles. Nay, pray you, feck no colour for your going, 
But bid farc well, and go: when you ſu'd faying, 
Then was the time for word: No going then j— 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes; : 

Bliſs in our brows bent; none our parts ſo poor, 

But was a race of heaven: They are to ſtil], 

Or thou, the greateſt {oluier of the world, 

Art turn'd the greateſt liar, DT 
Ant. How now, lady | | | 
Cleo. I would I had thy inches; thou jhould'ſł know 

There was a heart in Egypt. In 
Ant. Hear me, queen: | | 

The ſtrong nece{iicy of time commands 

Our ſervices a while; but my full heart | 

Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy Lo, 

Shines o'er with civil ſwords : Sextus Pompeius 

Makes his approaches to the port of Rome: _ 

Equality of two domeſtic powers Os 

Breeds ſcrupulous faction: The hated, grown to ſtrength, 

Are newly grown to love: the condemn'd Pompey, 

Rich in his tather's honour, creeps apace gs 

Into the hearts of ſuch as have not thriv'd 

Upon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten; 

And quieteneſs, grown fick of reſt, would purge 

By any deſperate change. My more particular, 

And that which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 

Is Fulvia's death. | 

Quo. Though age from folly could not give me freedom, 

It does from childuhneſs: Can Fulvia die? 

Ant. She's dead, my queen: bi 
Look here, and, at thy ſovereign leiſure read 
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The garboils ſhe awak' d; at the laſt, beſt : 
Sce when and where the dicd, | 
Cleo, O, moſt falſe love! 
Where be the ſacred vials thou ſhould'ſt fill 
With ſorrowful water? Now I ſec, I fee 
In Fulvia's death how mine receiv'd ſhall be. 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
Ihe purpoſes I bear ; which are, or ceaſe, 
As vou ſhall give the advice: By the fire 
That quickens Nilus' ſlime, I go from hence 
Thy ſoldier, ſervant; making peace, or war, 
As thou affect'ſt. 
Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come; 
But Jet it be,—I am quickly ill, and well: 
So Antony loves. | 
Ant. My precious queen, forbear; 
And give true evidence to his love, which ſtands 
An honourable trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. — 
I pr'ythee, turn aſide, and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me, and ſay the tears 
Belong to Egypt: Good now, play one ſcene 
Of excellent diſſembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. _ 
Ant. Y ou'll heat my blood: no more, 
Cleo. Youcan do better yet; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my ſword— 
Cleo. And target Still he mends; 
But this is not the beſt, look, prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become | 
The carriage of his chafe. | 
Ant. I'll leave you, lady. 
Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I muſt part—but that's not it: 
Sir, you and I have lov'd—but there's not it ; 
That you know well: Something it is I would 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And 1 am all-forgotten.” 
Ant. But that your royal 
_ Holds idleneſs your ſubject, 1 ſhould take you 
For idleneſs itſelf. Rs 0 oF oll 
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H Cleo. 'Tis (weating labour 
$ To bear ſuch idleneſs fo near the heart 
45 As Cleopatra this. But, ſir, forgive me; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you: Your honour calls you hence; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And all the gods go with you! Upon your ſword 
Sit laurell'd victory! and ſmooth ſucceſs 
Be ftrew'd before your feet 

Ant. Let us go. Come; 
Our ſeparation ſo abides, and flies, 
That thou, reſiding here, go'ſt yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee, 
Away. ; | Exeunt. 
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STENE IV, Cæſar's Palace in Rome. 
Enter OcrAvlus Cxsar, LEPiDUs, and Attendants. 


Cz/. You may ſee, Lepidus, and nenceforth know 
It is not Czfar's natural vice to hate 
One great competitor : From Alexandria 
This is the news: he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The lamps of night in reve] : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he: hardly give audience, or 
Vouchſaf'd to think he had partners: You ſhall find there 
A man, who is the abſtract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muſt not think there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodneſs : 
His faults, in him, ſeem as the ſpots of heaven, 
More fiery by night's blackneſs ; hereditary 
Rather than purchas'd ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooſes. | 
I Cæſ. Youare too indulgent : Let us grant, it is not 
3g Anmuis to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
And keep the turn of tippling with a ſlave; 
To reel the ſtreets at noon, and ſtand the buffet 
With knaves that ſmell of ſwat: fay, this becomes him 
{As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, | 
Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh,) yet muſt Antony 

No way excuſe his foils, when we do bear 
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So great weight in his lightneſs : If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuouſnefs, 
Full furfeits, and the drynets of his bones, 
Call on him for't : but to confound ſuch time 
That drums him from his ſport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own fate, and ours—'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys; who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And ſo rebel to judgment. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Lep. Here's more news. 
Meſ. Thy biddings have been done; all « every hour, 
Moſt noble Cæſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How *tis abroad, Pompey is ſtrong at fea; 
And it appears he is belov'd of thoſe 
That only have fear'd Cæſar: to the ports 
'The diſcontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 
(a,. T ſhould have known no leſs :— 
It hath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he which is was wiſh'd until he were; 
And the ebb'd man ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth love, 
Comes dear*d, by being lack'd. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ſtream, 
Goes td and Þa ck, lackying the varying tide 
Jo rot itfeif with motion. 
41. Cæſar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the ſea ſerve them; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind: Many hot inroads 
'They make in Italy: the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't, and fluſh youth revolt: 
No veſlel can peep forth, hut * tis as ſoon 
Taken as feen; for Pompey's name ſtrikes more 
Than could his war reſiſted. 
Ca. Antony, 
Leave thy laſcivious waſſels. When thou once 
Watt beaten from Modena, where thou ſlewꝰſt 
Hirtius and Panſa, conſuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou tought againſt, 
Though daintily brought ap, With patience more 
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Than ſavages could ſuffer: Thou did'ſt drink 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded puddle 2 
Which beaſts would cough at: thy palate then did deign 
The rougheſt berry on the rudeſt hedge; 
Yea, like the ſtag, when ſnow the paſture ſheets, 
The barks of trees thou browſed'ſt: on the Alps, 
It is reported, thou did'ſt cat ſtrange fleth, 
Which ſome did die to look on: And all this 
(It wounds thine honour that I {peak it now) 
Was borne ſo like a ſoldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 
Lep. It is pity of him. 8 . 
Czſ. Let his ſhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome: Time is it that we twain 
Did ſhew ourſelves 'the field; and, to that end, 
Aſſemble me immediate council: Pompey 
Thrives in our idleneſs. 
Lep. To-morrow, Cæſar, 
I ſhall be furniſh'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by ſea and land I can be able 
To 'front this preſent time. 
Cz. Till which encounter 
It is my buſineſs too. Farewell. | 
Lep. Farewell, my lord: What you ſhall know mean- 
time 3 
Of ſtirs abroad, I ſhall beſcech you, fir, 
To let me be partaker. | 
Cæſ. Doubt it not, fir; I knew it for my bond. Exeunt 


—T 


SCENE V. De Palace in Alexandria. 


Enter CLRO PAT RA, CHARMIAN, IR AS, and MAR DIAN. 
Cleo. Charmian | 
Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha—Give me to drink mandragora. 
Char. Why, madam ? 
Cleo. That I might fleep out this great gap of time. 

My Antony is away. 2 
Char. You think of him too much, 

Cleo. O, *tis treaſon ! 
Cher. Madam, I truſt, not ſo. 
Cleo. Thou, eunuch! Mardlan! 
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Mar. What's your highneſs' pleaſure | 
 Cito. Not now to hear thee ſing ; I take no pleaſure 
In aught an eunuch has: Tis well for thee, 
That, being unſeminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Haſt thou affections? 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam, 
Cleo, Indeed | | 5 
Mar. Not in deed, madam; for I can do nothing 
But what in deed is honeſt to be done: 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 
Cleo. O, Charmian ! 


Where tuink'ſt thou he is now? Stands he, or fits he? 
7 


Or does he walk? or is he on his horte ? 

O, happy horſe, to bear the weight of Antony! 
Do bravely, horſe ! for wot'ſt thou whom thou mov'ſt? 
The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm 

And burgonet of man. — He's ſpeaking now, 

Or murmuring, Here's my ſerpent of old Nile ? 

For ſo he calls me ; Now I feed myſelf 

With moſt delicious poiſon :— Think on me, 

That am with Phxbus' amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time? broad-fronted Cæſar, 
When thou waſt here above the ground, I was 

A morſel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would ſtand, and make his eyes grow in my brow 
There would he anchor his aſpect, and die 

With looking on his life. 85 


Enter ALEx As. 
Alex, Sovereign of Egypt, hail! | 
Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony ! 

Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 

With his tinct gilded thee, — 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear queen, 

He kiſs'd, the laſt of _ doubled kiſſes, 

This orient pcar! ;—His ſpeech ſticks in my heart. 
Cleo. Mine car muſt pluck it thence. Pry 
Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 

Say, the firm Roman to great Agypt ſends 
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This treaſure of an eyſter: at whoſe foot, 
To mend the petty preſent, I will piece 
Her oppulent throne with kingdoms, All the eaſt, 
Say thou, Hall call her. niiflreſs. So he nodded, 
And ſoberly did mount an arm-gaunt {teed 
Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ſpoke 
Was beaitly dumb'd by him. | 
Cleo. What, was he tad or merry? 
Alex. Like to the time o'the year between the extremes 
Of hot and cold, he was nor ſad nor merry. 
Cleo. O, well-divided diſpoſition Note him, 


Note him, good Charmian, tis the man; but note him: 


He was not ſad; ſor he would ſhine on thoſe 
T hat make their looks by his: he was not merry; 
Which ſeem'd to cell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt wich his joy: but between both: 
O, heavenly mingle ! Be'it thou ſad or merry, 
The violence of cither thee becomes; ; 
So does it no man elſe, —Met'it thou my poſts? 
Alex, Ay, madam, twenty feveral meſlengers: 
Why do you tend ſo thick? 
Cleo. Who's born that day 
When I forget to ſend to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian. 
Welcome, my good Alexas. Did 1, Charmian, 
Ever love Czfar ſo? 5 
Char. O, that brave Cæſar! 
Cleo. Be chok'd with ſuch another emphaſis! 
day, the brave Antony. | 
Char, The valiaat Cæſar 
Cleo. By Tis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Cælar paragon again 
My man of men. 
Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 
L fing but after you. : 
Cleo. My ſallad days! 
When TI was green in judgment; Cold in blood, 
To ſay as 1 faid then ſ— But come, away; 
Get me ink and paper; he thall have every da 


— 
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A ſeveral greeting, or I'll unpeople Agypt. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. Meſina. Pomryty's Houſe. 


Enter PomPEyY, MENECRATES, ad MEN AS. 
Pompey. 

F the great gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
| the donde of juſteſt men. | 

Men. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they do not deny. 

Pomp. Whiles we are ſuitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we ue for. 

Men. We, ignorant of ourſelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe powers 
Deny us for our good: ſo find we profit 
By loſing of our prayers. 

Pomp. I ſhall do well: 


The people love me, and the ſea is mine; 


My power's a creſcent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Ægypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors: Cæſar gets money where 
He loſes hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter'd; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Men. Cæſar and Lepidus are in the field; 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 
Pomp. Where have you this? *tis falſe. 
Men. From Silvius, fir. 


Pomp. He dreams; I know they are in Rome together, 
Looking for Antony: But all the charms of love, 


Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wan lip! 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, luſt with both! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feaſts, 

Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylels ſauce his appetite; 

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 


Even till a Lethe'd dulneſs—How now, Varrius? _ 


Enter V ARR1Us, 


Var. This is moſt certain that I ſhall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome | 


\ * 
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Expected; ſince he went from Ægypt, tis 
A ſpace for farther travel. : 
Pomp. I could have given leſs matter 
A better ear.—Menas, I did not think 
This amorous ſurfeiter would have don'd his helm 
For ſuch a petty war: his ſoldierſhip 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the lap of Ægypt's widow pluck 
The ne'er luſt-wearied Antony. 
Mien. I cannot hope, 
C⸗æſar and Antony ſhall well greet together: 
= His wife, that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Cæſar; 
Nis brother warr'd upon him; although, I think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 4, 
Pomp. I know not, Menas, 
How leſſer enmities may give way to greater. 
Wer't not that we ſtand up againit them all, 
Twere pregnant they ſhould {quare between themſelves: 
For they have entertained cauſe enough 
To draw their ſwords: but how the fear of us 
May cement their diviſions, and bind up 
he petty difference, we yet not know. 
he it as our gods will have. it! It only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands. 
Come, Menas. | [ Exeunt, 


——_ 
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Enter ENOBARBUS and LEPIDUS. 


= Le, Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
2 And ſhall become you well, to entreat your captain 
Io loft and gentle ſpeech. | 0 
Eno. I ſhall entreat him 
B To anſwer like himſelf: If Cæſar move him; 
Let Antony look over Czfar's head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Afitonius' beard, 
W | would not ſhav't to day. > 
Lep. *Tis not a time tor private ſtomaching. 
Eno. Every time B-2 
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Serves for the matters that is then borne in it. 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the ſmall come firſt. 
Leb. Your ſpeech 1s paiſion: 


But, pray you, ſtir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. I 


| Enter ANTONY and V ENTIDIUS. 
Eno. And yonder Czfar. | 


Enter Cxsax, MECZNAS, and AGRIPPA, 


Ait. If we compoſe well here, to Parthia: 
Hark you, Ventidius, | 

| Cz/. 1 do not know, 

i Macænas; alk Agrippa. 


Lep. Noble friends, 
| That which combin'd us was moſt great; and let not N 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiſs ] 
| May it be gently heard: when we debate | 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 5 
(The rather, for J earneſtly beſeech) . 
Touch you the ſoureſt points with ſweeteſt terms, Zz 
Nor curſtneſs grow to the matter. 

Ant. Lis ſpoken well: 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I ſhould do thus. | © 

Caſ. Welcome to Rome. Poe 3 

Ant. Thank you. bc 

Caf. dit. = 

Ant. Sit, fir! | 

Cf. Nay, then— 

Ant, 1 learn you take things ill which are not ſo; 
Or being, concern you not. 

Cay. [ muſt be laugh'd at, 

If, of for nothing, or a little, I 
Should ſay myſelf offended; and with you 
_ Chiefly i'the world: more laugh'd at that I ſhould 


Once name you derogately, when to ſound your name 
It not concern'd me. 
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Ant. My being in Ægypt, Cæſar, 5 
What was't to you? 10 

Czſ. Not more than my reſiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Ægypt: Yet, if you there 
Did practiſe on my ſtate, your being in Agypt 
Might be my queſtion. p 

Ant. How intend you, practis'd ? | 

Gz/. Y ou may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here detall me. Your wife and brother 
Made wars upon me; and their conteſtation 
Was theme for you—you were the word of war 

Ant. You do miſtake your buſineſs; my brother never _ 
Did urge me in this act: I did inquire it; | [1 

| 


— 
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And have my learning from ſome true reports, 
That drew their ſwords with you. Did he not rather 

= Difcredit my authority with yours; | y 
= And make the wars alike againſt my ſtomach, 
Having alike your cauſe? Of this my letters i 
Before did ſatisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, al 
As matter whole you have not to make it with, 1 
It muſt not be with this. 1 

Czſ. You praiſe yourſelf 1 
By laying defects of judgment to me; but 
You patch'd up your excuſes. 

Ant. Not fo, not ſo; 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on't; 
Very neceſſity of this thought, that I, | 
The partner in the cauſe *gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend thoſe wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her fpirit in ſuch another: | ; 
The third o'che world is yours; which with a ſnafle 
You may pace caſy, but not ſuch a wife, - . - .. 

Eno. *Would we had fuch wives, that the men 
Might go to wars with the women 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Czfar, 
Made out of her impatience (which not wanted 
dhrewdneſs of policy too) I grieving grant, 
Did you too much diſquiet: for that, you muſt 
But fay I could not help it. B 3 
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The article of my oath 
Cæſ. To lend me arms and aid when I required them; 


- oy ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


Cz/. J wrote to you 
When rioting in Alexandria; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my miſtive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted; then 
Three kings I had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what 1 was i'the morning: but, next day, 
I told him of myſelf; which was as much 
As to have aſk'd him pardon : let this fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife ; if we contend, 

Out of our queſtion wipe him. 

Cz/. You have broken 


The article of your oath; which you ſhall never 


Have tongue to charge me with, 

Lep. Soft, Cæſar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him ſpeak ; 
The honour is ſacred which he talks on now, 
Suppoſing that I lack'd it: But on, Czfar ;— 


The which you both deny'd. | 
Ant. Neglected rather; | 


And then, when poiſon'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
F1I play the penitent to you: but mine honeſty 
Shall not make poor my greatneſs, nor my power 


Work without it : Truth is, that F ulvia, 
To have me out of Ægypt, made wars here; 
For which myſelf, the ignorant motive, do 
do far aſk pardon as befits mine honour 
To ſtoop in ſuch a caſe. . - 

Lep. *T 1s nobly ſpoken. 


Mec. If it might pleaſe you to enforce no further 
The griefs between you: to forget them quite, 


Were to remember that the pretent need 
Speaks to atone you. 
Lep. Worthily ſpoken, Mecænas. 


Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love fo 
ſtant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pompt), 
return it again: you ſhall have time to wrangle in, W- 


you have nothing elſe to db. 
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Ant. Thou art a ſoldier only; ſpeak no more. 
Eno. That truth ſhould be ſilent I had almoſt forgot. 
Ant. Vou wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeak no more. 
Eno. Go to then; your conſiderate ſtone. 
Czſ. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 
The manner of his ſpeech: for it cannot be 
We ſhall remain in friendſhip, our conditions 
EF Sodiffering in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop ſhould hold us ſtaunch, from edge to edge 
C' the world I would purſue it. | 
| Aer. Give me leave, Cæſar | 1 
Cæſ. Speak, Agrippa. —. 

Agr. Thou halt a ſiſter by the mother's ſide, 0 
Admir'd Octavia: great Mark Antony . = 
Is now a widower. | 

= 4 Say not ſo, Agrippa; | 
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deſerv'd of raſhneſs. | 

Ant. I am not married, Cæſar: let me hear 
Agrippa further ſpeak. - 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, | 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts | 4 
With an unſlipping knot, take Antony 1 
Octavia to his wife: whoſe beauty claims eee 
No worſe a huſband than the beſt of men; I 
Whoſe virtue, and whoſe general graces, ſpeak - 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealouſies, which now ſeem great, | | 
Andall great fears, which now import their dangers, „ 
Would then be nothing: truth would be tales 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 

Draw after her, Pardon what I have ſpoke; 
For *tis a ſtudied, not a preſent thought. ly 
By duty ruminated, 5 4 

Ant. Will Cæſar ſpeak? + 

Czſ. Not till he hears how Antany is touch'd 
With what is ſpoke already. - 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would fay, Azrippa be it ſo, 
To make this good! = 
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Cæſ. The power of Cæſar, and 
His power unto Octavia. 
Ant. May I never 
To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairly ſhews, 
Dream of impediment Let me have thy hand: 
Further this a of grace; and, from this hour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And ſway our great detigns | 
Cæſ. There is my hand. 
A ſiſter I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms and our hearts; and never 
Fly off our loves again! 
Lep. Happily, amen | 
Ant. I did not think to draw my fword *gainſt Pomyey; 
For he hath laid ſtrange courtefies, and great, 
Of late upon me: I muſt thank him only, 
Leſt my rememberance ſuffer ill report; 
At heel of that defy him. | 
Lep. Time calls upon us: | 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us. 
Ant. Where lies he? 
Cæſ. About the mount Miſenum. 
Ant. W hat is his ſtrength by land ? 
Cæſ. Great, and increaſing: but by ſea 
He is an abſolute maſter. | 
Ant. So is the fame. | 
Would we had ſpoke together! Haſte we for it: 
Vet, ere we put ourſelves in arms, diſpatch we 
The buſineſs we haye talk'd of, Wy | 
Cz/. With moſt gladneis ; 
And do invite you to my ſiſter's view, 
W hither ſtraight I will lead you. 
Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 
Not We nou? company. 
Lep. Noble Antony, 
Not ſickneſs ſhould detain me. 
[ Flouriſh, [ Exeunt Cs. ANT. and LEP. 
Mec. Welcome from Ægypt, fir. 
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Eno. Half the heart of Cæſar worthy Mecznas !—My 
honourable friend, Agrippa ! 
Ar. Good Enobarbus! . 
Mec. We have cauſe to be glad that matters are fo 
well digeited. You ftay'd well by it in Egypt. 
Eno. Ay, ſir; we did fleep day out of countenance, 
and made their night light with drinking. 
Mec. Eight wild boars roaſted whole at a breakfatd, 
and but twelve perſons there: Is this true ? | 
Eno. This was but as a fiy by an eagle : we had much 
more monſtrous matter of feaſt, which worthily deſeru- 
ed noting. | | | 
Mec. She's a moſt triumphant lady, if report be ſquare 
to her. OE 
Eno. When firſt ſhe met Mark Antony ſhe purs'd up 
his heart upon the river of Cydnus. | 
Ar. There ſhe appear'd indeed; or my reporter 
evis'd well for her. 
Eno. I will tell you: 
The barge the fat in, like a burniſh'd throne, 
Burnt on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the fails, and fo perfum'd that 
The winds were love-ſick with them: the oars were 
ſilver; | h 
Which to the tune of flutes kept ſtroke, and made 
The water which they beat to follow fatter, 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own perſon | 
It beggar'd all deſcription : ſhe did lie 
In her pavilion (cloth of gold, of tiſſue) 
Oier-picturing that Venus where we ſee 
The fancy outwork nature: on each ſide her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour'd fans; whoſe wind did ſeem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did. 
_ Agr. O, rare for Antony! 
Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i'the eyes, 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A ſeeming mermaid ſteers ; the filken tackles 
Swell wich the touches of thoſe flower-ſoft hands 
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Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feaſt; 


Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſtale 


Where moſt ſhe ſatisſies. For vileſt things 
Blefs her when ſhe is riggith. 
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That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe 

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city caſt 

Her people out upon her: and Antony, 
Enthron'd i'the market-place, did ſit alone, 
Whittling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 


Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 


And made a gap in nature. 
Agr. Rare AWgyptian! 5 
Eno. Upon her landing, Antony ſent to her, B 
Invited her to ſupper : the reply'd Z 
It ſhould be better he became her gueſt ; 
Which the entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
W hom ne'er the word of uo woman heard ſpeak, 


a 


And, for his ordinary, pays his heart 
For what his eyes ate only. 

Agr. Royal wench |! . 
She made great Cæſar lay his ſword to bed; / 
He plough'd her, and ſhe cropt. 

Eno. I ſaw her once f 
Hop forty paces through the public ſtreet : 
And, having loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defect perfection, | 
And, breathleſs, power breathe forth. 

Mc. Now Antony mult leave her utterly 

Eno. Never; he will not: | 


. 
. e 


Her infinite variety: Other women cloy _ 
The appetites they feed; but ſhe makes hungry 


5x. 
cp, 


EIT we 
* * , L "TT Nen q * * 
* 5 82 . b 1 F 
* »1 N * * * 2 — s g 
. * N W Ft af 7 + 2 * > = ets, 8 
x - 
. N 2 * 3 2 


. * — , 

- * * 
„ 
1 . 

9 + 7. 
A 


PF WE 17 
CEE r 


Become themſelves in her; that the holy prieſts 


Mec. If beauty, wiſdom, modeſty, can ſettle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A bleſſed lottery to him. 
For. Let us go.— 
Good Enobarbus, make yourſelf my gueſt 
Whilſt you abide here. 
Eno. Humbly, fir, I thank you. [ Eeault. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter C=z$sarR, AnTony, OcTaAvia between them 
Attendants, and a Soothſayer. 


Ant. The world, and my great office, will ſometimes 
Divide me from your boſom. 


Odta. All which time 
Before the gods my knee ſhall bow in prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, fir. - My Octavia, 
Read not my blemiſhes in the world's report: 
I have not kept my ſquare: but that to come 


Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady. 


Otta. Good night, fir. 

Cz/.. Good night. [Exeunt Czs. and OcTa, 

Ant. Now, firrah ! you do with yourſelf in Egypt ? 

Soot h. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
T hither | | 

Ant. If you can, your reaſon ? 

Sooth. I ſee it in 


My motion, have it not in my tongue: But yet 


Hie you again to Ægypt. 

Ant. Say to me, 
W hoſe fortunes ſhall rife higher, Cæſar's, or mine? 
929th. Cæſar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, ſtay not by his {ide : 
Thy demon, that's thy ſpirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cæſar's is not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower'd ; therefore 


Make ſpace enough between you. 


Ant. Speak this no more. 

Soot h. Tonone but thee; no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, 
'Thou art fure to loſe ; and of that natural luck, 
He beats thee gainſt the odds; thy luſtre thickens, 
When he ſhines by: I fay again, thy ſpirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him; 
But, he away, tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone: 


Say to Ventidius I would ſpeak with him: [ Exit Soothſayer, 
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He ſhall to Parthia—Be it art, or hap, 

He hath ſpoken true: The very dice obey him: 
And, in our ſports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he ſpeeds: 
His cocks do win the battle ſtill of mine, 

When it is all to naught ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Ægypt: 
And though I make this marriage for my peaze, 


Enter V EN'TIDIUS. 


the caſt my pleaſure lies. —O, come, Ventidius, 
You muſt to Parthia; your commiſſion's ready: 
Follow me, and receive it. 4 [ Exeunt, 


* 


: 2 8 CE NE IV. The ſame; Street. 
Enter LE PI DUS, MECzNnas, and AGRIPPA, 


Lep. Trouble. yourſelves no farther: pray you, haſten 
Your generals after. | 


r. Sir, Mark Antony 


Will e'en but kiſs Octavia, and we'll follow. 


Lep. Tis J ſhall ſee you in your ſoldier's dreſs, 

Which will become you both, farewell. 
dec. We ſhall, | 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount 

Before you, Lepidus. ps 

Leb. Your ſtay is ſhorter, 

My purpoſes do draw me much about; 

Xow'll win two days upon me. | 
Bith. Sir, good ſucceſs N | 
Leh. Farewell. : [ [Exennt. 


— 


SCENE V. The Palace in Alexandria. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IR As, and ALEXAS+ 


Cleo. Give me ſome muſick; muſick, moody food 
Ot us that trade in love. | 
Omnes. The muſick, ho! 


Enter MAR DIAN. 


QCeo. Let it alone; let us to billiards: come, Charmian. 
Char. My arm is fore, beſt play with Mardian. 


— — 
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Cleo. As well a woman with an cunuch play'd F 
As with a woman :—Come, you'll play with me; fir ? 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good-will is ſhew'd, though it come 

too ſhort, 

The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now ;— 
Give me mine angle—We'll to the river : there, 
My muſick playing far off, 1 will betray 
Teway-finn'd athes: my bended hook thail pierce 
Their flimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And fay, Ah, ha! you're caught. 

Char. Twas merry when 
You wager'd on your angling ; when your driver 
Did hang a falt-nih on his hook, Which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time — O times 

1 laugh'd him out of patience, and that night 

J laugh'd him into patience: and next morn; 
Ere the ninth hour, I drank him to his bed: 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft 
I wore his ſword Philippan. O!] from Italy ;— 


N W ood de Od et TIE 
A c REELS, | 
IS . 
* 248 «1 PTR AD AT 165-1 TAY," 2 


* 
* 9 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

Af. Madam, madam—— 

Cleo. Antony's dead !— 9 
If thou ſay ſo, villain, thou kill'ſt thy miſtreſs: 
But well and free, 
If ſo thou yield him, there is gold, and here 
My blueſt veins to kiſs; a hand that kings 

- Have lipp'd and trembled kiſſing. 
Ae. Firſt, madam, he is well. 
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Cleo. Why, there's more gold. But, firrah, mark, 
we ute 4 | 
To ſay the dead are well: bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 
A. Good Madam, hear me. 
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Cleo. Well, go to, I will; 
But there's no goodneſs in thy face: If Antony 
Be free and healthful—fo tart a favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings! if not well, 
Thou ſhould'ſt come like a fury crown'd with ſnakes, 
Not like a formal man. | 
 Mef. Willt pleaſe you hear me? 
Cleo. J have a mind to ſtrike thee, ere thou ſpeak'it : 
Yet, if thou ſay Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Cæſar, or not captive to him, 
PII ſet thee in a ſhower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 
Me. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo. Well faid. | 
Meſ. And friends with Cæſar. ; 
Cleo. Thou art an.honeit man. | 
Af. Cæſar and he are greater friends than ever. 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 
Aeſ. But yet, madam— 
Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay 
The good precedence ; fy upon but yet : 
But yet is a jailor to bring forth 6 
Some monſtrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of macter to mine ear, . 5 
The good and bad together: He's friends with Cæſar; © 
In ſtate of health thou ſay'ſt; and thou ſay'ſt free. 
Meſ. Free, madam ; no; I made no ſuch report: 
He's bound unto Octavia, 
Cleo, For what good turn? 
Maſ. For the beſt turn the bed. 
Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 
Me. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 
Cleo. The moſt infectious peſtilence upon thee ! 
i [ Strikes him down. 


Meſ. Good madam, patience. 
Cleo. What ſay you! — Hence, [Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain! or I'Il ſpurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me; I'Il unhair thy head; 
She halcs him up and downs. 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with wire, and ftew'd in brine, 
Smarting in ling'ring pickle, | 


* 
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Mef. Gracious madam, . 
I that do bring the news made not the match. 

Cle. Say tis not fo, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes pround : the blow thou had'it 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ; 

And I will boot thee with what gift beſide 
Thy modeſty can beg. 

J He's married, madam. _ 

Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv'd too long. [ Draws a dagger. 
Mef. Nay, then PI] run-:— 


What mean you, madam? I have made no fault. [ Exit. 


Char. Good madam, keep yourſelf within yourielt; 
The man is innocent. . WED 
Cleo. Some innocents *ſcape not the thunderbolt.— 
Melt Ægypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to ſerpents Call the ſlave again; 
Though I am mad I will not bite him :—Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. T will not hurt him :— | 
Theſe hands do lack nobility that they ſtrike 
A meaner than myſelf; ſince I myſelf 
Have given myſelf the cauſe, —Come hither, fir. 


Re-enter Meſſenger. 


Though it be honeſt, it is never good, 
To bring bad news: Give to a gracious meſſage 
An hoſt of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themſelves when they be felt. 
Meſ. J have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married? 
I cannot hate thee worſer than I do CE eb 
If thou again ſay Yes. : 
Me. He is married, madam. | 
Cleo. A2 gods confound thee ! doſt thou hold there 
ill? | 
Me. Should I lie, madam ? 
Cleo. O, I would thou didſt; 
So half my Ægypt were ſubmerg'd and made 
A ciſtern for ſcal'd ſnakes, Go, get thee hence; 
Hadft thou Narciſſus in thy face, to me f 


Thou would'ſt appear moſt ugly. He is married | 


. 
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ef. I crave your highneſs' pardon. 

Cleo. He is married | 

7. Take no offence, that I would not offend you: 
To punith me for what you make me do, 

Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 

Cleo. O, that his fault thould make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou'rt ſure of Get thee hence: 
The merchandize which thou haſt brought from Rome 
Are all too dear for me; lye they upon hy hand, 
| And be undone by em! [ Exit . enger. 

Char, Good your highneſs, patience. 
Cleo. In prailing Antony J have diſprais'd Cæſar. 
| Char, Many times, madam. 
Cleo. I am paid for it now. Lead me from hence, 
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| I faint; O Iras! Charmian! Tis no matter: — 3 
| Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him . 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 2 
| Her inclination ; let him not leave out . 
| Ihe colour of her hair: bring me word quickly.— 1 


[Exit ALEX As. 


j 

| Let him for ever go: Let him not Charmian; 3% 

| Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, Y 
The other way he is a Mars: — Bid you Alexas 5 

| He MAR DIA. 


| . Bring me word how tall ſhe is. Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my chamber. 


[ Exeunt, 


[0 —__— 
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8 C E N E VI. Near Miſenum. 


Enter Pompey and Mamas at one Door with Drum and 
Trumpet at another CASAR, LEPIDUS, ANTONY;, 
ENOBARBUS, MECZANAS, with Soldiers marching. 


— — — — 
* — 2 Ow — 


| Pomp. Your hoſtages I have, fo have you mine; 
? And we ſhall talk before we fight. 
Czj/. Moſt meet 
That firſt we come to words; and therefore have we 
: Our written purpoſes before us ſent : | 
1 | VV hich, if thou haſt coniider'd, let us know 
if "twill tie up thy diſcontented {word ; 
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And carry back to Sicily much tall youth 
That elſe muſt periſh here. 
Pomp. To you all three, 
The ſenators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods—1 do not know 
Wherefore my father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a ſon and friends ; ſince Julius Cæſar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for him. What was it 
That mov'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And 
What made all-honour'd, honeſt, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man? And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whoſe burden 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To ſcourge the ingratitude that deſpightful Rome 
Caſt on my noble father. 
Cæſ. Take your time. 
Ant. T hou canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails ; 
We'll ſpeak with thee at ſca: at land thou know'ſt 
How much we do o'ercount thee, 
Pomp. At land, indeed, . 
Thou doſt o'ercount me of my father's houſe: 
But, ſince the cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Remain in't as thou may'it. 
Lep. Be pleaſed to tell us | 
(For this is from the-preſent) how you take 
The offers we have ſent you. : 
Cz). There's the point. 
Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. | 
Cz/. And what may follow, 
Totry a larger fortune. 
Pomp. Y ou have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I muſt 
Rid all the ſea of pirates: then to ſend 
Meaſures of wheat to Rome: This *greed upon, 
Topart with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targes undinted. 
Omnes. That's our offer. 
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Pomp. Know then, | 
I came before you here a man prepar'd 
To take this offer: But Mark Antony 
Put me to ſome impatience: Though I loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling, You mult know, 
When Cæſar and your brother were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find _ 
Her welcome friendly 
Ant. I have heard it, Pompey; 

And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you, | 

Pomp. Let me have your hand: | 
I did not think, fir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i'the caſt are ſoft; and thanks to you 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpoſe, hither ; 
For I have gain'd by it. 47 

Cæſ. Since I ſaw you laſt 
There isa change upon you. 

Pomp. Well, I know not 
What counts harſh fortune caſts upon my face; 
But in my boſom ſhe ſhall never come, 

Jo make my heart her vaſſal. 

Lep. Well met here. | 

Pomp. I hope fo, Lepidus.— Thus we are agreed: 
I crave our compoſition may be written, 

And ſeal'd between us. 

Cæſ. That's the next to do. 

Pomp. We'll feaſt each other ere we part; and let us 
Draw lots who ſhall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pomp. No, Antony, take the lot : but, firſt 


Or laſt, your fine Agyptian cookery 


Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius Cæſar 
Grew fat with feaſting there. 5 

Ant. Y ou have heard much. 

Pomp. I have fair meaning, fir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pomp. Then ſo much have I heard :— 
And I have heard Apollodorus carried — 

Eno, No more of that :—He did ſo. 

Pomp. W hat, I pray you ? 
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Eno. A certain queen to Cæſar in a mattreſs. 
Pomp. I know thee now : How far'ſt thou, foldier ? 
En. Well; | 
And well am I like to do; for, I perceive, 
Four feaſts are toward. 
Pamp. Let me ſhake thy hand; 
I never hated thee: I have ſeen thee fight, 
When [I have envied thy behaviour. 
Eno. Sir, | 
I never lov'd you much; but I have prais'd you 
When you have well deſerv'd ten times as much 
As I have ſaid you did. 
Pamp. Enjoy thy plainneſs, 
It nothing ill becomes thee.— _ 
Aboard my galley I invite you all : 


Will you lead, lords? 


All. Shew us the way, fir. | 

Pamp. Come. [ Exeunt, Manent ENo B. and Mex. 

An. [ Aſide.] Thy father, Pompey, would nc'er have 
| made this treat. — bs 
You and I have known, fir. 

Eno. At fea, I think. 

Men. We have, ſir. | 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. ; 

Eno, I will praiſe any man that will praiſe me: though 
It cannot be denied what I have done by land. | 

Men, Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own 
ſafety : you have been a great thief by ſea. 

Men. And you by land. 1 a 

Eno. There I deny my land ſervice. But give me 
your hand, Menas: If our eyes had authority, here they 
might take two thieves kiſſing. 

Men, All men's faces are true, whatfoe'er their hand are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men. No ſlander; they ſteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part 1 am ſorry it is turn'd to a drinking. 
Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno. It he do, ſure he cannot weep it back again. C2 
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Men. You have ſaid, fir. We look'd not for Mark 
Antony here: Pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Eno. Cæſar's ſiſter is call'd Octavia. 

Men. I rue, ſir; ſhe was the wife of Caius Marcellus, 

Eno. But now ſhe's the wife of Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray you, fir ? 

Eno, Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cæſur and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would 


not propheſy ſo. 


Men. I think the policy of that purpoſe made more in 
the marriage than the love of the parties. 

Eno. I think ſo too. But you ſhall find, the band that 
ſeems to tie their friendſhip together, will be the very 
{trangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
ſtil] converſation. | 

Men. Who would not have his wife ſo? 

Eno. Not he that himſelf is not ſo ; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian diſh again: then 


ſhall the ſighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Czar; 


and, as I ſaid before, that which is the ſtrength of their 
amity ſhall prove the immediate author of their varience. 
Antony will uſe his affection where it is; he marry'd 
but his occaſion here. | 8 
Men. And thus it may be. Come, fir, will you aboard: 
I have a health for you. 
Eno. 1 ſhall take it, fir : we have us'd our throats in 
Egypt. 5 
Men, Come; let's away. [ Excunt. 


— 


— Ion. — 


SCENE VII. Near Mount Miſenum. 


On board PomPEy's Galley, Muſic plays. Enter tw 
Servants with a Banquet. 


I Serv. Here they'll be, man: Some o' their plants are 
ill-rooted already, the leaſt wind i'the world will blow 
them down. | 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-colour'd. 

I Serv, They have made him drink alms-drink. 


2 Serv, As they pinch one another by the diſpoſition 
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he cries out no more; reconciles them to his entreaty and 
himſelf to the drink. 
1 Serv. But it raifes the greater war between him and 
his deſcretion. 0 

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's 
fellowſhip : I had as lief have a reed that will do me no 
ſervice, as a partizan I could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be call'd into a huge ſphere, and not ta be 


ſeen to move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould be 


which pitifully diſaſter the cheeks, 


Enter Cs AR, Ax TON, POMPEY, LEPIDUS, AGRIP- 


PA, MECANAs, ENOBAR BUS, MENas, with other 
Captains. | 


Ant. Thus do they, ſir; They take the flow o'the Nile 
By certain ſcales i' the pyramid; they know _ 
By the height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foizon follow : The higher Nilus ſwells 
The more it promiſes ; as it ebbs the ſeedſman 
Upon the ſlime and ooze ſcatters his grain, 
And ſhortly comes ta harveſt. 
Lep. Yau have ſtrange ſerpents there, 
Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 
Lep. Your ſerpent of Ægypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your ſun: ſo is your crocodile, 
Ant. They are ſo, 
Pomp. Sit and ſome wine. —A health to Lepidus. 
Lep. I am not fo well as I ſhould be, but Pll ne'er out, 
Eno. Not 'till you have ſlept; I fear me you'll be 
in till then. 


Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies“ Py 


ramiſes are very goodly things; without contradiction I 
have heard that. | 
Aen. Pompey, a word. [Aides 
Pomp. Say in mine ear: What is't ? 
Men. Forſake thy ſeat, I do beſeech thee, captain. 


22 

And hear me ſpeak a word. ; 
Pomp. Forbear me 'till anon.— This wine for Lepidus. 
Lep. What manner o'thinz is your crocodile? G3 
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Ant. It is ſhap'd, fir, like itſelf; and it is as broad as it 
hath breadth : it is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 
its own organs: it lives by that which nouriſheth it ; 
and the elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates, 

Lep. W hat colour is it of ? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ſtrange ſerpent. 

Ant. * Tis fo. And the tears of it are wet. 

Cæſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfy him? 


Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, elſe he 


is a very epicure. 
Pomp. [To MEN AS Aſide.] Go hang, fir, hang! 
Tell me of that? away! | 
Do as I bid you.—Where's the cup I call'd for? 
Men. If for the ſake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rife from thy ſtool. 
Pomp. (Riſes and walks ele. II think thou'rt mad. The 
matter? 
Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 
Pomp. [To MEN As.] Thou haſt ferv'd me with much 
faith: What's elſe to ſay !/— & 
Be jolly, lords. 
Ant. Theſe quick-ſands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them, for you fink. 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 
Pomp. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Aen. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world? That's 
twice. 
Pomp. How ſhall that be? 
Men. But entertain it, 
And, though you think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 
Pomp. Haſt thou drunk well? 
Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Jove: 
Wi hate'er the ocean pales, or ſky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt have it. 
Pomp. Shew me the wa 
Men Theſe three world-ſharers, theſe competitors, 
Are in thy veſſel: Let me cut the cable; 
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And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 
All then is mine. 
Pomp. Ah, this thou ſhould'ſt have done, 
And not have ſpoke of it! In me 'tis villany ; 
In thee it had been good ſervice. Thou mutt know 
Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour 
Mine honour, it. Repent that &er thy tongue 
Hath fo betray'd thine act: Being done unknown, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done; 
But muſt condemn it now. Deſiſt, and drink. 
Men. For this TT. 
PII never follow thy palPd fortunes more. — 
Who ſeeks, and will not take when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pomp. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him aſhore.— I'll pledge it for him, Pompey, 
Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 
Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 
Pomp. Fill till the cup be hid. 
Eno. There's a ſtrong fellow, Menas. 
[Pointing to the Attendants who carry off LEPIDUS, 
Men. Why ? 
Eno. He bears LEY | 
The third part of the world, man; See'ſt not? 
Men. The third part then is drunk: Would it were all, 
That it might go on wheels! 
Eno. Drink thou ; increaſe thy reels. 
Men. Come. 
Pomp. This is not yet an Alexandrian feaſt. 
Ant. It ripens towards it.— Strike the veſſels, ho! 
Here is to Cæſar 
Cz/ar, I could well forbear it. | 
It's monſtreus labour when I waſh my brain, 
And it grows fouler. 
Ant. Be a child o' the time. 
Cef. Poſteſs it, ä 
I will make anſwer: but I had rather faſt 
From all four days than drink ſo much in one. 


Eno, Ha, my brave emperor | [To ANT. 
Shall we dance now the Ægyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebrate our drink. LINES 
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Pomp. Let's ha't, good ſoldier. 
Ant. Come, let's all take hands; 


Till that the conquering wine hath ſteep'd our ſenſe 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 


Eno. All take hands. 
Make battery to our ears with the loud muſick :— 
'The while I'll place you: Then the boy ſhall fing; 
'The holding every man ſhall bear, as loud 
As his ſtrong ſides can volly. 


[ Muſick plays. Exo. places them hand in hand. 


8 N . 


Come, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne © 

In thy wats our cares be drown'd, 

With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd ; 
Cup us till the warld go round; 

Cup us till the world go round 


Cæſ. What would you more ?—Pompey, good night. 
Good brother, | 

Let me requeſt you off: our graver buſineſs 
Frowns at this levity.— Gentle lords, let's part; 
You ſce we have burnt our cheeks : ſtrong Enobarbus 
Is weaker than the wine; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antick'd us all. What needs more words? Good night.— 


| Good Antony, your hand. 


Pomp. I'II try you on the ſhore. 
Ant. And ſhall, fir: give's your hand. | 
Pomp. O, Antony, you have my father's houſe, 
But what? we are friends: Come, down into the boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not,— 
Menas, I'll not on ſhore. 
Men. No, to my cabin.— 
Theſe drums - theſe trumpets, flutes ! what! — 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To theſe great fellows : Sound, and be hang'd, ſound out, 
[Sound a flouriſh with Drums. 
Eno. Ho, ſays' a!— There's my cap. | 
A7en. Ho |—noble captain | Come! {| Exeunt 
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. 
SCENE I. A plain in Syria. 


Enter V ENTIDIUS, as after conqueſt ; with SIL Ius and other 
Romans, and the dead body of P ACOR Us borne before him. 


Ventidius. | 


OW, darting Parthia, art thou ſtruck ; and now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Craſſus' death 
Make me revenger.—Bear the king's ſon's body 
Before our army: Thy Pacorus, Orodes ! 
Pays this for "7 Ah Craſſus. EF 
Sil. Noble Ventidius, 
Whilſt yet with Parthian blood thy ſword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow ; ſpur through Media, 
Meſopotamia, and the ſhelters whither 
The routed fly: ſo thy grand captain Antony 
Shall ſet thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. | 
Jen. O Silius, Silius! 
I have done enough: A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act: For learn this Silius; 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame when he we ſerve's away. 
Cæſar and Antony have ever won | 
More in their officer than perſon : Soſſius, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achiev'd by the minuie, loſt his favour, 
Who does i'the wars more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain's captain: and ambition, 
The ſoldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loſs 
Than gain which darkens him. | 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But *twould offend him; and in his offence 
Snuould my performance perith. 
S1. Thou haſt, Ventidius, that 
Without the which a ſoldier, and his ſword, Be, 
Grants ſcarce diſtinction. Thou wilt write to Antony? 
Ven. IN] humbly ſignify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks, 


— 
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'The ne'er-yet-beaten. horſe of Parthia 
We have jaded out o' the field. 
Sil. Where is he now? 
Jen. He purpoſeth to Athens: whither, with what haſte 
The weight we muſt convey with us will permit, 
We ſhall appear before him. On there; paſs along. [ Ex, 


11 


SCENE II. Rome. Cxsar's Houſe, 


Enter AGRIPPA at one door, ENOBARBUS at another, 


Agr. What, are the brothers parted? 

Eno. They have diſpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone; 
The other three are ſealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome: Cæſar is fad; and Lepidus, 


Since Pompey's feaſt, as Menas lays, is troubled 


With the green ickneſs. 
Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves Czfar! 
Agr, Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony! 
ow. Cæſar? Why he's the Jupiter of men. 
Aer. What's Antony ! The god of Jupiter. 
Em. Spake you of Cæſar? How ? the nonpareil! 
Aor. O Antony! O, thou Arabian bird! 
Zu. Would you praiſe Cæſar, ſay - Cæſar ;—go no 
further. 
Aer. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent praiſes, 
Eno. But he loves Cæſar beſt ;— Yet he loves Antony: 
Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, ſcribes, bards, poets, cannot 
Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number, ho, his love 
'To Antony. But as for Cæſar, kneel, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 
Agr. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his ſhards, and he their beetle. So 
This is to horſe. Adieu, noble Agrippa. [ Trumpets, 
Agr. Good fortune, worthy ſoldier! and farewell. 


Enter CASAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUs, and OCTAVIA 
Aut. No further, fir. | 


Cæſ. You take from me a great part of myſelf; 
Uſe me well in it.—Siſter, prove ſuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furtheſt band 
Shall paſs on thy aproof,— Mott noble Antony, 


-_ . . . — 
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Let not the piece of virtue, which is ſet 
Betwixt us as the cement of our love 
To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortreſs of it; for better might we 
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 
EZ This be not cheriſh'd. 
JF Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt, 

Czf. I have ſaid. 

Ant. Y ou ſhall not tind, * 

Though you be therein curious, the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear: ſo the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ſerve your ends ! 
We will here part. 

Czf. Farewell, my deareſt ſiſter, fare thee well; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy ſpirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 

Oda. My noble brother! — 

Ant. The April's in her eyes; it is love's ſpring, 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on:—be cheertul. 

O#a. Sir, look well to my huſband's houſe ; and 

Cz/. What, Octavia? 

OZa. I'Il tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the ſwan's down feather. 
That ſtands upon the ſwell ar full of tide, - | 
And neither way inclines. ; 

Eno. Will Czfar weep ? 

Agr. He has a cloud in his face. 

Eno. He were the worſe for that were he a horſe; 
So is he being a man. 55 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus ? 
When Antony found Julius Cæſar dead, 
He cried almoſt to roaring ; and he wept 
When at Philippi he found Brutus ſlain. 
Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a rheum; 
What willingly he did confound he wail'd; 
Believe it till 1 weep too. 

Cz. No ſweet Octavia, 

You ſhall hear from me {till ; the time ſhall not 
Outgo my thinking on you, | 
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Ant. Come, ſir, come; 
Pl wreſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Look, here I have you; and thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
Caf. Adieu; be happy! 
Lep. Let all the number of the ſtars give light 
To thy fair way ! 
Czj. Farewell, farewell! [Kiffes OcT avis, 
Ant. F arewell, [ Trumpets ſound. Exeunt. 


SCENE III.. The Palace in Alexandria. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAs, 


Cleo. Where is the fellow ? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to: come hither, fir. 


Enter Maſſenger. 


Alex, Good majeſty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you 

But when you are well pleas'd. 
Cleo. That Herod's head 

I'll have: but how? when Antony is gone, 

Through whom I might command it. Come thou near, 
Meſ. Moſt gracious majeſty— 
Cleo. Didſt thou behold 

Octavia ? 

7 Ay, dread queen, 
Cleo, Where? 
Meſ. Madam, in Rome. 

J look'd her in the face; and ſaw her led 

Between her brother and Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Is the as tall as me? 
Meſ. She is not, madam. 
Cleo. Didſt hear her ſpeak ? Is ſhe ſhrill tongu'd or low? 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak ; ſhe is low-voic'd. 
Cleo. That's not ſo good :—he cannot like her long. | 
Char. Like her? O, Iſis! *tis impoſſible. 
Cleo. I think ſo, Charmian : dull of ongor and 

dwarfiſh |— 
What majeſty is in her gait ? Remember 
If &er thou look'dit on majeſty. 


— 
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And ſerving you ſo long 
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Meſ. She creeps; 


| i 

Her motion and her ſtation are as one; | 
She ſhews a body rather than a life, | | "| 
A ſtatute than a breather, 

Cleo, Is this certain? 

Meſ. Or I have no obſervance. 

Char. Three in Ægypt 
Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He's very knowing, 
Ido perceiv't :—there's nothing in her yet 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent! . 

Cleo. Gueſs at her years, I prithee, 

Me. Madam, ſhe was a widow. 
Cleo. Widow: — Charmian, hark. 

Meſ. And I do think ſhe's thirty. 

Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind? is it long or round? 

Meſ. Round even to faultineſs. | | 

Cleo. For the moſt part too 
They are fooliſh that are ſo.— Her hair, what colour? 

Meſ. Brown, madam ; and her forehead 
As low as ſhe would with it. 

Cleo, There's gold for thee. 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpneſs ill: 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Moſt fit for buſineſs : go, make thee ready 
Our letters are prepar'd, 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed he is fo: I repent me much 
That I fo harry'd him. Why, methinks, by him 
This creature's no ſuch thing. 

Char. Nothing, madam. 3 | 

Cleo, The man hath ſeen ſome majeſty, and ſhould 


know. 


Char. Hath he ſeen majeity ? Iſis elſe defend, 


— —k—y—y — 
— 


Cleo. J have one thing more to aſk him yet, good 
Charmian 
But *tis no matter; thou ſhalt bring him to me 
Where I will write: all may be well enough. 
Char, I warrant you, madam,  [Execunt. 
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SCENE IV. ANrox vs Houſe at Athens. 


Enter AnTONY and OCTAVIA. 


Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that— 
That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import—but he hath wag'd 
New wars *gain{t Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
To public ear ; | 
Spoke ſcantily of me; when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and ſickly _ 
He vented them; moſt narrow meaſure lent me, 
When the beſt hint was given him, he not took it, 
Or did it from his teeth. ; 
Octa. O, my good lord, 
Believe not all; or, if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
Tf this diviſion chance; ne'er ſtood between 
Praying for both parts: the good gods will mock me 
preſently, | 
When I ſhall pray, O, bleſs my lord and huſband ! 
Undo that prayer by crying out as loud, 
O, bleſs my brother! Hutband win, win brother, 
Prays and deſtroys the prayer; no midway 
*L wixt theſe extremes at all, 
Ant, Gentle Octavia, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it: if I loſe mine honour, 
I loſe myſelf; better I were not your's, | 
Than your's fo branchleſs. But, as you requeſted, 
| Yourſelf ſhall go between us: the mean time, lady, 
I'll raiſe the preparation of a war | 
Shall ſtain your brother; make your ſooneſt haſte ; 
Do your deſires are your's. 
Ocia. I hanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Tour reconciler! Wars *twixt you twain would be 
As if the world ſhould cleave, and that ſlain men 
Should folder up the rift. | 
Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your diſpleature that way; for our taults 
Can never be ſo equal that your love 
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Can equally move with them. Provide your going 
Chooſe your on company, and command what coſt 
Your heart has mind to.  [ Exeunt. 


ä * 


— 
— 


SCENE. V. The ſame. 
Enter ENOBARBUS and EROs. 


Eno. How now, friend Eros? 

Eros. There's ſtrange news come, fir. 

Eno. W hat man ? 1 — 

Eros. Cæſar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey. 

Eno. This is old; what is the ſucceſs? 5 

Eros. Cæſar having made uſc of him in the wars'gainſt 
Pompey, preſently denied him rivality; would not let 
him partake in the glory of the action ; and, not reſting 
here, accuſes him of letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey ; upon his own appeal ſeizes him: fo the poor 
third is up till death enlarge his confine. 


Eno, Then *would thou hadit a pair of chaps no more; 


And throw between them all the food thou haſt, 
They'll grind the other. Where is Antony ? 
Eros. He's walking in the gar.en—thus; and ſpurns 
The ruſh that lies before him; cries, Foo! Lepidus “ 
And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder'd Pompey. y 
Eno. Our great navy's rigg'd. | 
Eros. For Italy and Cæſar. More, Domitius 
My lord deſires you preſently: my news 
1 might have told hereafter. | i 
Eno. Twill be naught: 4 
But let it be. Bring me to Antony. 
Eros. Come, tir, | 


— ——— 


SCENE-V1L Rome, CaxsAR's Fouje. 
Enter CESAR, AGRIPPA, and MECXNAsS. 
Cæſ. Contemning Rome, he has done all this; and 
more; 
In Alexandria here's the manner of it . wy 
Pthe market-place, on a tribunal filver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf on chairs of gold 


[E xeunt. 
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Were publicly enthron'd : at the feet ſat 
Czfario whom they call my father's ſon, 
And all the unlawtul iſſue that their luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the *ſtabliſhment of Egypt ; made her F 
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, | 
Abſolute queen. 

Mec. This in the public eye? 

. Pthe common-ihew-place, where they exercite, 

His ſons he there proclaim'd The kings of kings: $F 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, N 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he aſſign 'd Þ 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : ſhe 
In the habiliments of the goddeſs Ifis 
That day appear'd ; and oft before gave audience, 
As tis reported, ſo. 
Mec. Let Rome be thus 
Inform'd. 

Agr. Who, queaſy with his inſolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

Cz/. The people know it; and have now recetv'd 
His accuſations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuſe ? 

Gef Czfar: and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o'the iſle ; then does he lay he lent nie 
Some ſhipping unreſtor'd; laſtly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depas'd; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this ſhould be anſwer'd. 

Caf. *T'is done already, and the meſſenger gone. 
I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
'T hat he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve this change; for what I have conquer'd 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mec, He'll never yield to that. 

Cz. Nor muſt not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter OcrAvIA. 
Otta. Hail, Cæſar, and my lord ! hail, moſt dear Cæſar 
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Caſ. That ever I ſhould call the caſt-away! 
Oda. Y ou have not call'd me fo, nor have you cauſe. 
Cæſ. Why have you ſtol'n upon us thus ? You come not 
Like Cæſar's lifter: the Wife of Antony | 
Should have an army for an uſher, and 
The neighs of horſe to tell of her approach 
Long ere the did appear: the trees by the way 
Should have borne men; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not ; nay, the duſt 
Should have aicended to the roof of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops : but you are come 
a market-maid to Rome; and have prevented 
The oſtentation of our love, which, left unſhewn, 
Is often left unlov'd ; we ſhould have met you 
By fea and land; ſupplying every ſtage 
With an augmented greeting. | 
OXa. Good my. lord, 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My griev'd ear withal ; whereon I begg'd 
His pardon for return. | 
Cz/. Which ſoon he granted 
Being an obſtruct *tween his luſt and him. 
Ocla. Do not ſay fo, my lord. 
C(æſ. J have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind, 
Where is he now ? 5 ny 
O#a. My lord, in Athens. | 
Cz/. No, my moſt wronged ſiſter ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levyin 1 
Tbe kings o'the earth for war: he hath aſſembled 
5 Bocchus, the king of Libya; Archelaus 
Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king 
1 Paphlagonia the Thracian king Adallas ; 
King Malchas of Arabia; king of Pont; 
& Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, king 
5 Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, EO 
be kings of Mede and Lycaonia, 
Pich a more larger lift of ſceptres. „ 
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Ota. Ay me, moſt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do aMict each other! 

Cæſ. Welcome hither: 
Your letters did withold our breaking forth; 
Till we perceived both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart ; 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content theſe ſtrong neceſſities ; 
But let determin'd things to deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought ; and the high gods, 
To do you juitice, make their miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you, Be of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 

Aer. Welcome, lady. 

Ac. Welcome, dear madam, 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you: 
Only the adulterous Antony, moſt large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull 
That noiſes it againſt us. 

Ota. Is it fo, ſir? 

Cz/. Moſt certain. Siſter, welcome: prey you 
Be ever known to patience: my deareſt ſiſter! ¶ Exeuii. 


— 


SCENE VII. Ax roxx's Camp, near Actiun. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, and ENOBARBUS, 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Eno. But why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe wars, 
And ſay'ſt it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it, is it? 

Cleo. Is t not denounc'd againſt us? Why ſhould not we 
Be there in perſon? 

Eno. ¶ Afide.] Well, I could reply. — 
If we ſhould ſerve with horſe and mares together, 
'The horſe were merely loſt ; the mares would bear 


A ſoldier and his horſe. 
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o. What is't you ſay ? 
EZ Eno. Your preſence needs mult puzzle Antony; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time 
PZ What ſhould not then be ſpar'd, He is already | 
Z Traduc'd for levity; and *tis faid in Rome 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war, | 
* Clo. Sink Rome; and their tongues rot 
EZ That ſpeak againſt us! A charge we bear i'the war, 
And, as the preſident of my kingdom, will L 
3 : Appear there for a man, Speak not againſt it; 
: 


[ will not ſtay behind. 
Eng, Nay, I have done. Here comes the emperor, 


* 


Enter ANTONY and CANADIUS, 


Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Canadius, 
That from Tarentum and Brunduſium 
Ne could fo quickly cut the Ionian ſea, 
And take in Tor ne? You have heard on't, ſweet ? 

* Clo, Celerity is neyer more admir'd 

Than by the negligent, 
E Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might have well becom'd the beſt of men, 
== lo taunt at ſlackneſs. Canidius, we | 
Will fight with him by ſea 

Cleo. By ſea! Whatelte? 
Can. Why will my lord do fo ? 
Ant. For that he dares us to't. 
Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to ſingle fight. 
Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at PFharialia,.. - - 
Where Czfar fought with Pompey : but theſe offers, 
Which ſerve not for his vatange, he ſhakes off; 
And ſo ſhould you. 3 

Eno. Your ihips are not well mann'd; 
Jour mariners and muletteers, reapers, people 
Ingroſt by ſwiſt impreſs ; in Cæſar's fleet 
Are thoſe that often have *gainſt Pompey fought : 
heir ſhips are yare; yours heavy: no diſgrace 
B Shall tall you for refuſing him at ſea, 
heing prepar'd for lang. 2 
Aut. By ſea, by ſea, 5 : 92 
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Eno. Moſt worthy ſir, you therein throw away © 
The abſolute ſoldierſhip you have by land; . 
5 


Diſtract your army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of war- mark'd foot- men; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 


The way which promiſes aſſurance; and 45 
Give up yourſelf merely to chance and hazard 
From firm ſecurity. 3 


Ant. I'll fight at ſea. 
Cleo. I have ſixty ſails, Cæſar none better. 
Ant. Our overplus of ſhipping will we burn, 
And, with the reſt full-mann'd, from the head of Actiun W- 
Beat the approaching Ceſar. But, if we fall, | 
We then can do't at land. — Thy buſineſs ? F 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


AZ. The news is true, my lord; he is deſcried; 
Cæſar has taken Toryne. = 
Ant. Can he be there in perſon ? *tis impoſſible ; 

Strange, that his power ſhould be. Canidius, 


Our nineteen legions thou ſhalt hold by land, 

And our twelve thouſand horſe. We'll to our ſhip; 

Away, my Thetis !—How now, worthy ſoldier ? i 

Enter a Soldier. | 3 

Sold. O noble emperor ! do not fight by ſea; W 7 

Truſt not to rotten planks : do you miſdoubt 3 \ 

This ſword, and theſe my wounds? Let the Aigyptia WE | 

And the Phoenicians go a ducking ; we F 


Have us'd to conquer, ſtanding on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 
Ant. Well, well, away. [ Exeunt. ANT. CLEO. and Exe 
Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i' the right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art; but his whole action grow? 
Not in the power on't: ſo our leader's led, 
And we are women's men, 
Sold. Y ou keep by land 
The legions and the horſe whole, do you not! 
Can, Marcus Octavius, Marcus Juſteius, 
Publicola and Czlius, are for ſea ; 
But we keep whole by land, This ſpeed of Czfar's 
Carries beyond belief. 
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| : The Antoniad, the ZEgyptian admiral, 
— With all their ſixty, fly, and turn the rudder—— 
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§oll. While he was yet in Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtractions as 
Beguiled all ſpies. 
Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They fay one I aurus, 
Can. Well I know the man. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. The emperor calls Canidius, | 


Can. With news the time's with labour, and throws 
forth, 


Each minute, ſome. | | [ Exeunt, 


——_—_ 


> C E NE VIII. The ſame, A plain. 


Enter C=zsar, TauRus, Officers, c. Ce. 
Cæſ. T aurus— 
Taur. My lord. 33 : 
Cæſ. Strike not by land; keep whole; provoke not 
battle 
Till we have done at ſea, Do not exceed 
The preſcript of this ſcroll : our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [ Exeunt, 
Enter ANTON and ENOBARBUS. 
Ant. Set we our ſquadrons on yon” {ide o'the hill, 
In eye of Cæſar's battle; from which place 
We may the number of the ſhips behold, 


— 


® And fo proceed accordingly. N . . [Exeunt, 
Enter Cantpius, marching with his Land Army one Way 


over the Stage, and I AURUS, the Lieutenant of CASARs 


the other Way. After their going in is heard the Noiſe of 
a Sea- Fight. Alarum. Enter ENOBARBUS. 


Eno. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can behold no 
longer; | 


To ſee't mine eyes are blaſted. 


| Enter SCARUS, 
Scar. Gods and goddeſſes, 


— _ ——_— — = 
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Eno. What's thy paiſion? 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world i is loſt 
With very Ignorance z we have kifs'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Ino. How appears the fight! 
Scar. On our ſide like the token'd peſtilence, 
Where death is ſure. Yor' ribald nag of /gypt, 
Whom leproſy o'ertake! i'the midſt o'the fight— 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd, 
Both as the lame, or rather our's the elder—— 
The brize upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoiſts fails, and flies. 

Eno. That I beheld: 


Mine eyes did ſicken at the ſight, and could not 


Engure az further view. un Ten 
F car. She once being looft, 
The noble ruin of her magick, Antony, 
Claps on his ſea-wing, and, like a coating mallard, 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never ſaw an action of ſuch ſhame; 
Experience, manhood, honour, nc'er before 
Did violate fo itſelf. > 
Eno. Alack, alack | | 


Enter CAxfpirus. 


- Can, Our fortune on the ſea is out of breath, 
And ſinks moſt lamentably. Had our _— 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well: 
O, he has given example for ov: flight, 
Moſt groſsly, by his own. | 

Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then, good nicht 
indeed. 

Can. Towards Peloponneſus : are they fled. 

Scar. Tis eaſy to't; and there will I attend 
What further comes. 

Can, Lo Cæſar will I render 
My legions, and my horſe; fix kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding, 2 

Eno. I'll yet follow 
The wound chance of Antony, though my reaſon 
Sits in the wind againſt me { Excunt 
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SCENE IX. Dye Palace in Alexandria. 
Enter ANTON Y, with EROS, and other Attendants. 
15 Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It is aſham'd to bear me Friends, come hither ; 

l am fo lated in the world, that I 

Have loſt my way for ever: —I have a ſhip | 
Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Cæſar. 

Omnnes. Fly! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myſelf; and have inſtructed cowards 
To run, and ſhew their ſhoulders.—Friends, be gone: 
I have myſelf reſolv'd upon a courſe, 

Which has no need of you ; be gone: 
My treaſure's in the harbour, take it,—O, 
I follow'd that I bluſh to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear and doating.— Friends, be gone; you ſhall 
Have letters from me to ſome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs: take the hint 
Which my deſpair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itſelf: to the ſea-ſide ſtraightway: 
I will poſſes you of that ſhip and treaſure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now :— 
Nay, do ſo; for, indeed, I have loſt command, 
Therefore I pray you: —l'll ſee you by and by. 


Enter EROs and CLEOPATRA, /edbyCHARMIAN andIRAS, 


Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him :—Comfort him, 
Iras. Do, moſt dear queen. 
Char. Do! Why, what elſe? 
Cleo. Let me fit down. O Juno! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no! 
Eros. See you here, fir ! 
Ant. O fye, fye, fye! 
Char, Madam | | 
lras. Madam; O, good empreſs ! 
Eros. Sir, ſi. | 
Ant. Yes, my lord, yes; — He, at Philippi, kept 

His ſword even like a * while I ſtruck D 4 
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The lean and wrinkled Caſſius: and 'twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended: he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 


In the brave ſquares of war: Yet now No matter. 


Cleo. Ah! ſtand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen 
| Jras, Go to him madam, ſpeak to him; 

He is unquality'd with very ſhame. 

Cleo. Well then—Suſtain me:—O ! 

Eros. Moſt noble fir, ariſe ; the queen approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will ſeize her ; but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. | 
Ant. J have offended reputation, 

A molt unnoble ſwerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. | 

Ant. O, whither haſt thou led me, Ægypt! Sce 
How I convey my ſhame out of thine eyes, 

By looking back on what I have left behind 
Stroy'd in diſhonour. 

Culed. O; my lord, my lord! 
Forgive my fearful fails ! I little thought 
You would have follow'd. 

Ant. Mgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 

My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by the ſtrings; 
And thou ſhould'it tow me after: O'er my ſpirit 
Thy full ſupremacy thou knew'ſt ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. | | 

Cleo. O, my pardon | 
Ant. Now I muſt 55 
To the young man ſend humble treatics, dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lowneſs; who 
With half the bulk o' the world play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My ſword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon, 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I fay ; one of them ratcs 
All that is won and loſt: Give mea kits ; 

Even this repays me. We ſent our ſchoolmaſter ; 
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Is he come back? — Love, I am full of lead. 
Some wine there, and our viands : Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her moſt, when molt ſhe offers blows. [ Exeunt. 


—— ___ 
— 


SCENE X. Cezſar's Camp in egypt. 
Enter Cs AR, DOLABELLA, T HYREUS, with others. 


Cæſ. Let him appear that's come from Antony— 
Know you him? | 
Dol. Cæſar, tis his ſchool-maſter: 
An argument that he is pluck'd, when hither 
He ſends ſo poor a pinion of his wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous kings for meſſengers, 
Not many moons gone by. 


Enter Ambaſſador from ANTONY. 


Cz}. Approach, and ſpeak. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand ſea. 

Cæſ. Be it ſo; Declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord of his fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Agypt: which not granted, 
He leſſens his requeſts; and to thee ſues 
To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens: This for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy greatneſs ; 
Submits her to thy might; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazatded to thy grace. 


Cef. For Antony, 


have no ears to his requeſt. The queen 


Of audience, nor deſire, ſhall fail; to ſhe 
From Egypt drive her all-diſgraced friend, 
Or take his life there: This if the perform, 
She thall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
Amb. Fortune purſue thee ! 
Ce. Bring him through the bands. [Exit Ambaſſador. 
To try thy eloquence now tis time: - Diſpatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra: promiſe, [To ITHxREus. 


— — — —— __— — . —V— — —— — 


58 ANTON V AND cLEOPATRA. 


And in our name, what ſhe requires; add more, 
From thine invention, offers: Women are not, 
In their beſt fortunes, ſtrong ; but want will perjure 
The neer-touch'd veſtal: Fry thy cunning, T hyreus 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a law. 
Thyr. Creſar, 1 go. 
Cr. Obſerve how Antony becomes his flaw”; 
And what thou think'ſt his very action ſpeaks 
In every power that moves 
Tr. Cæfr, I ſhall. Exeuni. 


** — 


SCENE XI. The Palace in Alexandria. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, EXOBARBUS, CHARMIAN and[R as, 


Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbus ? 
Eno. Think, and die, 

Cleo. Is Antony or we in fault for this? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reaſon. What though you fled 
From that great face of war, whoſe ſeveral ranges 
Frighted cach other? Why ſhould he follow: 
The itch of his affection ſhould not then 
Have nick'd his captainſhip ; at ſuch a point, 
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being 
The meercd queſtion : *T'was a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. | 

Cleo. Prithce, peace. 


Enter ANTONY, with the Ambaſſador. 


Ant. Is that his anſwer ? 

Amb. Ay, my lord. 

Ani. he queen ihall then have courteſy, 
So ſhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He ſays ſo. 

Ant. Let her know it.. | 
To the boy Cæſar ſend this grizzled head, 
And he will fill thy wiſhes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord? 
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Whoſe he is, we are: and that is Cæſar's. 
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Ant. To him again; Tell him, he wears the roſe 
Of youth upon him; from which the world ſhould note 
Something particular: his coin, ſhips, legions, 

May be a coward's; whoſe miniſters would prevail 
Under the ſervice of a child, as ſoon 

As i'the command of Czfar: I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay compariſons apart, 

And anſwer me declin'd, ſword againſt ſword, 
Ourſelves alone: I'll write it; follow me. 

5 { Exeunt ANTONY and Aimbaſſudor. 

Eno. Ves, like enough, high-battled Cæſar will 
Unſtate his happineſs, and be ſtag'd to the ſhew 
Againſt a ſworder. I ſee men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes; and things out ward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To ſuffer all alike. That he ſhould dream, 
Knowing all meaſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his emptineſs |—Czſfar, thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His judgment too. 


| Enter an Attendant. 
Attend. A meſſenger from Cæſar. 


Cleo. What, no more ceremony: See, my women — 


Againſt the blown roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 


That kneel'd unto the buds. - Admit him, ſir. 
Eno. Mine honeſty and I begin to ſquare. [ Aede, 


The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 


Our faith mere folly :—Yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 

Does conquer him that did his maſter conquer, 
And earns a place the ſtory. 


Enter T HYREUS. 
Cleo. Cæſar's will ? 
Thyr. Hear it apart. 
Cleo. None but friends: ſay boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony, 
Eno. He needs as many, fir, as Cæſar has; 
Or needs not us. If Cæſar pleaſe, our mater 
Will leap to be his friend : For us, you know, 


— — — 
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What you require of him? for he partly begs 


The doom of Ægypt. 
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Thyr. So. 
Thus then, thou moſt renown'd, Cæſar entreats, 
Not to conſider in what cafe thou ſtand'ſt 
Further than he is Cæſar. 

Cleo. Go on: Right royal. 

Tyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo, O! 

Thyr. The ſcars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as c>nftrain'd blemiſhes, 

Not as deſerv'd. | 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 
What is moſt right: Mine honour was not yielded 
But conquer'd merely. [ Aſide, 

Euo. Lo be ſure of that, 

T will ak Antony.—sSir, fir, thou art fo leaky, 
That we mutt leave thee to thy ſinking, for 


Thy deareſt quit thee. [Exit Exo. : 


Thyr. Shall I ſay to Czfar 


To be deſir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 
That of his fortunes you would make a ſtaff 
To lean upon: but it would warm his ſpirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourſelf under his ſhroud, 
The univerſal landlord. 

Ceo. What's your name? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

eo. Moſt kind meſſenger, 
Say to great Cæſar this, In diſputation + 
J kiſs his conquering hand: tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
Fell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 


Tyyr. Tis your nobleſt courſe, 
Wiſdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may ſnake it. Give me grace to lay 


My duty. on your hand, 
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Cer. Your Cæſar's father oft, 
When he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 


Beſtow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kiiles. 


Re-enter ANTONY and ENOBARBUS, 


Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders ! 
What art thou, fellow? 

Thyr. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt man, and worthieft 
To have command obey'd. © 

Eno. You will be whipp'd. 

Ant. Approach there :—Ah, you kite Now, gods 

and devils 

Authority melts from me: of late when I cry'd, ho! 
Like boys unto a muſs, kings would {tart forth, 
And cry, Your will? Have you no ears? I am 


Enter Attendants, 


Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him, 

Eno. *Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 

Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and ſtars |— | 
Whip him: Were't twenty of the greateſt tributaries 
That do acknowledge Czfar, ſhould I] find them 
So faucy with the hand of the here (What's her name,) 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ?—W hip him, fellows, 

Till like a boy you fee him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence. 
 Thyr. Mark Antony— - 

Ant. Tug him away ; being whipp'd, 
Bring him again: — This Jack of Czfar's ſhall 
Bear us an errand to him. — [ Exeunt Attendants with Tu. 
You were half blaſted ere 1 knew you:—Ha! 
Have I my pillow left unpreſt in Rome, + 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd E 
By one that looks on feeders ? _ 

Cleo. Good my lord— | 

Ant. You have been a boggler ever :— 
But when we in our viſcioufneſs grow hard 
(O miſery on't !) the wiſe gods ſeal our eyes; 
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For being yare about him. — ls he whipp'd ? 


Thou waſt not made his daughter; and be thou ſorry 


Proud and diſdainful; harping on what I am, 
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In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we ſtrut 
1% our confuſion. 

Cleo. O! is it come to this ? 

Ant. I found you as a morſel, cold upon . 

Dead Cæſar's trencher: nay, you were a fragment * 
Of Cneius Pompey's; beſides what hotter hours, 
Unregiſter'd in vulgar fame, you have 3 
Luxuriouſly pick'd out: For, I am ſure, | E- 
Though you can gueſs what temperance ſhould be, ; 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. W heretore is this? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, ; 
And fay, God quit you be familiar with A 
My play-fellow, your hand; this kingly ſeal, 
And plighter of high hearts O, that I were 
Upon the hill of Baſan, to out-roar 
'The horned herd! for I have ſavage cauſe ; 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank 
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Re-enter Attendants with THYREUS. 


Attend. Soundly, my lord. ö 

Ant. Cry'd he; and begg'd he pardon ? 
Attend. He did aſk favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 


To follow Cæſar in his triumph, ſince 

Thou haſt been whipp'd for following him: henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, | 

Shake thou to look on't. Get thee back to Cæſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: Look, thou ſay, 

He makes me angry with him : for he ſeems 


Not what he knew | was: He makes me angry; 
And at this time moſt eaſy *tis to do't ; 

When my good ſtars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and ſhot their fires 

Into they abyſm of hell. If he miſlike 3 
My ſpedch, and what is done, tell him, he has „ 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom | 0 
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He may at pleaſure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he ſhall like, to quit me: Urge it chou: 

Hence with thy {tripes, begone. [Exit THYREUS. 
Cleo, Have you done yet? 


Ant. Alack, our terrene moon 


Is now eclips'd; and it portends alone 


The fall of Antony | 

Cleo. I muſt ſtay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Cæſar would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Clo. Not know me yet? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be ſo, 
From my cold heart let heaven ingender hail, 
And poiſon it in the ſource; and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines, fo 
Diſſolve my life! The next Cæſarion ſmite! 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Agyptians all, 
By the diſcandying of this pelleted ſtorm, 


Lie graveleſs; *till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have bury'd them for prey ! | 
Ant. I am fatisfy'd : | 


Cæſar fits down in Alexandria; where 
I will oppoſe his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held; our ſever'd navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet, threat'ning moſt ſea-like. 
Where haſt thou been, my heart? Doſt thou hear, lady? 
If from the field I ſhould return once more 
To kiſs theſe lips, I will appear in blood; 
I and my ſword will earn my chronicle 
There is hope in it yet. 
Cleo. That's my brave lord | 
Ant. I will be treble-ſinew'd hearted, breath'd, 
And fight malictouſly : ior when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranſom lives 
Of me for jeſts ; but now, I'Il ſet my teeth, 
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And ſend to darkneſs all that ftop me. Come, | 
Let's have one other gaudy night: call to me | 
All my fad captains, fill our bow:s ; 0::ce more 
Let's mock the miduight bell, | 
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Cleo. It is my birth-day : 

I had thought to have held it poor; but, fince my lord 
Is Antony a again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Aut. We'll yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do fo, we'll ſpeak to them; and to-night I'll force 
'The Winc-peep through their ſcars. — Came on, my queen; 
There's ſap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 

I'll make death love me; for I will contend 
Even with his peſtilent ſcythe. | Exeunt ANT. and CLto. 

Ens. Now he'll out-ſtare the lightning. To be _ 
Is to be frighted out of fear : and in that mood 
The dove will peck the eſtridge; and J fee till 
A diminution in our captain's brain 5 
Reſtores his heart: When valour preys on reaſon, 

It eats the ſword it fights with. I will ſeek 
Some way to leave him, | Exit. 


— — 
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C 
. Geſar's Camp at Alexandria. 


Enter CASAR, reading a letter AGRIPPA, MECZNAS,&c 


Ceſar. 
E calls me boy; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Agypt: my meſlenger 

He hath whipp'd with rods; dares me to perſonal combat, 
Cæſar to Antony! Let the old ruffian know 
I have many other ways to die ; mean time, 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec. Cæſar muſt think, 
When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diſtraction: Never anger 
Make good guard for itſelf. 

Cz/. Let our beſt heads 
Know, that to-morrow the laſt. of many battles 
We mean to fight: Within our files there are 
Of thoſe that ſerv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And teaft the army: we have ſtore to do't, 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Antony! [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. The Folace at Alexandria. 


Enter Ax TONY and CLEOPATRA, LNOBARBUS, CHAR- 
| MIAN, IR As, ALEXAS, with others, 


Aut. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
Fus. No. | 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
En. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He 1s twenty men to one. 
Ant. T o-morroy, ſoldier, 
By ſea and land PI fight; or 1 will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well? 
Eno, I'll ſtrike; and cry, Tage all. | 
Ant. Well ſaid ; come on— 
Call forth my houſehold ſervants ; let's to-night 
Enter Servants. : 


Be bounteous at our meal. Give me thy hand, 
Thou hatt been rightly honeſt ;—fo haſt thou; 
And thou ;—and thou ;—and thou: you have ſery'd mg 
well, | 
And kings have been your fellows, 
Cleo. What means this? | 
Eno. [ Afrde.]* Vis one of thoſe odd tricks, which ſor- 
row thoats 
Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou art honeſt too, 
I with I could be made ſo many men ; 
And all of you clapc up together in 
An Antony; that 1 might do you ſervice, 
So good as you have done. 
Omnes. {he gods forbid ! 
Ant. Weil, my good fellows, wait on me to-night ; 
deant not my cups; and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And ſuffer'd my command. 
Cleo. What does he mean? 
Eno. To make his followers weep. 
Ant. Tend me to-night ; 
May be, it is the period of your duty: 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more ; or if, | E. 


e 
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A mangled ſhadow : perchance, to-morrow 


You'll ſerve another maſter. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a maſter 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay 'till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I aik no more, 
And the gods yield you for't, 

Eno. What mean you, fir, | 
To give them this diſcomfort? Look, they weep ; 
And J, an aſs, am onion-ey'd: for ſhame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho! 
Now the witch take me if I meant it thus! 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall! my hearty friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a ſenſe : 
For I ſpake to you for your comfort ; did defire you 
To burn this night with torches: Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 
Where rather I'Il expect victorious life 
Than death and honour. Let's to ſupper 3 come, 
And drown conſideration. [ Exeunt, 


———_— 


—ꝛ 
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SCENE III. Before the Palace. 
Enter a Company of Soldiers. 
I Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 


2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 


Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets ? 
I Sold. Nothing: What news: 


2 Sold. Belike tis but a rumour : Good night to you. 
1 Sold. Well, fir, good-night. - [ Enter other Soldiers. 


2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 
I Sold. And you; Good night, good night. 


(They place themſelves on every corner of the floge, 


2 Hold. Here we: and if to-morrow 


Our navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 


Our landmen will ſtand up. T 
I Sold. Pis a brave army, and full of purpoſe. 
[ Muſick of Hautboys under the Stage. 
2 Sold. Peace, what noiſe ? 


I Sold, Liſt, lit! # 
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2 Sold. Hark! 
I Sold. Muſick i'the air, 
3 Sold. Under the earth. 
1 Sold. It ſigns well, does it not? 
3 Sold. No. 
1 Sola, Peace, I fay. What ſkould this mean ? 
| 2 Sold. Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony loy'd, 
Now leaves him. 
I Sold. Walk; let's ſee if other e 
Do hear what we do. 
2 Sid. How now, maſters ? 
Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this ? 
1 Sold. Ay! Is't not ftrange? 
3 Sold. Do you he ar, maſters? do you hear ? 
. : Szld. Follow the noiſe fo far as we haye quarter; j 
Let's ſee how it will give off. 
” Ones. Content: — Lis ſtrange, [ Exeunt, 


| SCENE IV. CLEOPATRA's Palace. 
Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and others, 


Ant. Eros | mine armour, Eros! 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 
Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come ! mine armour Eros! 


Enter EROS with Armour, 


Þ Come, good fellow, put thine :ron on: 
lt fortune be not ours to-c day, it is 
B. cauſe we brave her. — Come. 
us. Nay, I'Il help too. 
Ant. What's this for? Ah, let be, let be thou art 
Ihe armourer of my heart fp alſe, falte ! this, this! 
3 Cleo. Sooth, la, Vil help: Thus it muſt be 
Ant. Well, well; 
We thall thrive now.—Seeſt thou, my good fellow ? 
05, put on th y defences, 

Eros, Briefiy, fir. 

Ceo, Is not this buckled well? 

Ant. Rarely, rare 
le that un buckles chis, till we do pleaſe | 
4 Lo doff it for our repoſe „ ſhall hear a ſtorm.— E 2 
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[ Speak together. 
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Thou fumbleſt, Eros; and my queen's a ſquire 
More tight at this than thou: Diſpatch.— O love, 
That thou could'ſt ſee my wars to-day, and knew it 
The royal occupation! thou ſhould'ſt tee 


Enter an Officer armed. 


A workman in't. Good morrow to thee ; welcome: 
Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike charge: 
To buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, 
And go to it with delight. 

O. A thouſand, fir, - 
Early though it be, have on their rivetted trim, 
And at the port expect you. {| Shout. Trumpets flourih 


Enter other Officers and Soldiers. 


Capt. The morn is fair. Good morrow, general 10 
All. Good morrow, general! 
Ant. Tis well blown, lads. 
This morning, like the ſpirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes.— 
So, ſo; come, give me that: this way; well ſaid. 
Fare thee well, dame, whate'cr becomes of me: 
This is a ſoldier's kiſs : rebukable, [ Kiſſes her, 
And worthy ſhameful check it were, to ſtand 
On more mechanic compliment; I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of ſteel.—Y ou, that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe ; I'll bring you to't.— Adieu. 
[ Exeunt ANT. Officers, &: 
Char. Pleaſe you, retire to your chamber? 
Cleo. Lead me. 
He goes forth gallantly. That he and C æſar might 
Determine this great war in ſingle fight! 
Then, Antony. But now — Well, on. [ Excunt 


MC — 


SCENE V. Near Alexandria. 


Trumpets found. Far AN TONY and EROs, @ Sulit 
reeting them, 


Sold. The gods ke his a happy day to Antony! 
Ant. Would, thou and thoſe thy cars had once prevails 
Jo make me fight at land | 
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Eros. Hadſt thou done ſo, 
The kings that have revoited, and the ſoldier 
That has this morning leſt thee, would have ſtill 
Follow'd thy heels. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 

Eros. Who? | 
One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus, 
He ſhall not hear thee ; or froni Cæſar's camp 


Say, I am none of thine. 
Ant. What ſay'ſt thou? 


Sold. Sir, i 
He is with Cæſar. | 

Eros. Sir, his cheſts and treaſure 
He has not with him. 

Ant, Is he gone ? 

Sold. Moſt certain, 

Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his treaſure after; do it; 
Detain no jot, 1 charge thee: write to him 
(I will ſubſcribe) gentle adieus and greetings: 
day, that I with he never find more cauſe 
To change a maſter.— O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt men] Diſpatch! —Enobarbus! [ Exeunt. 


W 
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SCENE VI CæsAR's Camp. 


Enter CZSAR, AGRIPPA, with ENOBAREUS, and others. 


Cz/. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight : 
Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 
Make it fo known. | 
Agr. Cæſar, I ſhall. [Exit AGRIPPA, 
Cz. The time of univerſal peace is near: 
Prove this a proſperous day, the three-nook'd world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 


| Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. Antony 
Is come into the field. 
Cæſ. Go, charge Arippa 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the yant. 
That Antony may ſeem to ſpend his fury 
Upon himſelt, [ Exeunt CESAR, &c. 
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That I will joy no more. 


50 AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry, on 
Affairs of Antony; there did perſuade | 
Great Herod to incline himſelf to Cæſar, 

And leave his maſter Antony : for this pains, 
Cæſar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 

No honourable truit. I have done ill; 


Of which I do accuſe myſelf ſo ſorely; 


Enter a Soldier of CKSAR“' 7. 


Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee ſent all thy treaſure, with 


His bounty over-plus: The meſſenger 


Came on my guard; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 
Eno. I give it you, 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus, | 
I tell you true: Beſt you ſafed the bringer 
Out of the hoſt; I muſt attend mine office, 
Or would have done't myſelf. Your emperor 
Continues {till a Jove, [ Exit, 
Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am ſo molt. O Antony, 
'T hou mine of bounty, how would'it thou have paid 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doſt ſo crown with gold | This blows my heart: 
If ſwift thought break it not, a ſwifter mean 
Shall out-ſtrike thought; but thought will do't, I feel, 
I fight againſt thee No: I will go ſeek 
Some ditch wherein to die; the fouleſt beſt fits 


My latter part of life. : 

SCENE VII. Before the Walls of Alexandria. . 

Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter AGRIPPA with ' 
others. | 


n 


Asgr. Retire, we have engag'd ourſelves too far; 
Cæſar himſelf has work, and our oppreſſion 
Exceeds what we expected. [ £ xeurt. 
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Alarum. Enter ANTON and SCARUS wounded. 


Scar. O, my brave emperor, this is fought indeed! 
Had we done fo at firſt, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads, 

Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now *'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire, 

Scar. We'll beat em into bench-holes ; I have vet 
Room for ſix ſcotches more. 


. Enter EROs. 


Eros. They are beaten, ſir; and our advantage ſerves 
For a fair victory. | 
Scar. Let us ſcore their backs, | 
And ſnatch *em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
Tis ſport to maul a runner. 
Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. I'II halt after. [ Exennt, 


SCENE VIII. Under the I all; of Alexandria. 
Enter ANTONY again in a March, ScARus, With others 


Ant. We have beat him to his camp: Run one before, 
And let the queen know of our gueſts. — I o-morrow, 
Before the fun ſhall fee us, we'll ſpill the bioog 
That has to-day eſcap'd. I thank you all; 

For doughty-handed are you; and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd the cauſe, but as it had been 

Each man's like mine; you have ihewa all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 

Tell them your feats; whilit they with joyful tears, 
Waſh the congealment from your wounds, and kiis | 
The honour'd gaſhes whole Give me thy hand; [To SCA, 


Enter CLEOPATRA. 
To this great fairy I'll commend thy as, 
Make her thanks blets thee.— O, thou day o'the world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck; leap thou attire and all, E 4 


£2 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA: 


Through proof of harneſs to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triuraphing. 

Cleo. Lord of lords! 

O, infinite virtue! com'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The world's great ſnare uncaught? 
Aut. My nightingale, 
We have beat them to their beds. What, girl? though 
cre 
Do ſomeching mingle with our younger brown, yet have 
we | 
A brain that no abe our nerves, and can 
Ge: goal for goal of youth. Behold this man: 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand; — 
Kits it, my warrior: — He hath ſought to-day, 
As ifa gods in hate of mankind, had 
Deſtroy din ſuch a ſhape. N 
les. III give thee, triend, 
An armour all of Sold; it was a king? 8. 

Ant. kie has deſerv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phabus' car. Give me thy hand ;— 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march; 

Bcar our hack'd targets like the men tllat owe them: 
Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this hoſt, we would all ſup together; : 

And drink carouſes to the next Gay's fate, 

Which promiſes royal peril. — Trumpeters, 

With brazen din dlatt you the City's ear; 

Make mingle with our ratiling tambourines ; 

That hcaven and earth 1 may {trike their ſounds. together, 
Applauding our e . [ Exctzut, 


3— 


— 


SCENE IX. CxSAR's Camp. 
Enter a Cintinel and his Company. ENOBARBUs follows 


Cent. If we be not relicv'd within this hour, 
We muſt return to the court of guard: The night 
Is ſhiny; and, they fay, we ſhall embattle 
By the ſecon d hour i' che morn. | 

I Sold. This laſt day was a inrewd 0 one to us, 

Eno. O, bear me witneſs, night! 


2 Hold. 'What man is this? 
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1 $2/d. Stand cloſe and lift him. 

Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed moon! 
When men revolted ſhall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent ! 

nt. Enobarbus ! 

2 Seid. Peace; hark further. 

Eno. O, tovereign miſtreſs of true melancholy, 
The poiſonous damp of night diſpunge upon me; 
That life a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me: Throw my heart 
Againſt tne flint and hardneſs of my fault; 

Which, being dried with griei, will break to powder, 
And finiia all foul thoughts. O Antony! 

Nobler than my revolt 1s infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank me in regiſter 


A maiter-leaver, and a fugitive : 


O Antony! O Antony! [Dies. 
I Sold. Let's ſpeak to him. 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 

May concern Cæſar. 

2 Sold. Let's do ſo. But he ſleeps. 
Cent. Swoons rather; for ſo bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for fleep. 
1 Sold. Go we to him. 
2 Sold. Awake, ſir, awake; ſpeak to us. 
1 Sold. Hear you, lir ? | 
Cent, The hand of death hath taughthim. [ Drums afar off. 

Hark, how the drums demurely wake the ſleepers : 

Let's bear him to the court of guard; he is 

Of note:. our hour is fully out. 

2 Sold. Come on then; 


— 


He may recover yet. [ Exeunt with the Body. 


— 


SCENE X. Between the tio Camps. 
Enter ANTONY and SCARUS, with their Armyc 


Ant. Their preparation is to-day by ſea ; 
We pleaſe them not by land. 
Scar, For boch, my lord. 


74 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


Ant. I would they'd fight i'the fire; or in the air; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is: Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 
Shall {tay with us: order for ſea is given, 
They have put forth the haven, 
Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, 
And look on their endeavour. [ /ixeunt, 


Enter CASAR and his Army, 


Cz/. But being charg'd, we will be {til} by land, 
Which, as I take it, we ſhall; for his beſt force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the valcs, 
And hold our beſt advantage, | [ Exennt, 


Re-enter ANTONY and SCARUS. 


Ant, 2 they're not join'd: Where yonder pine doe; 
and, 

E {hall diſcover all: PII bring thee word 

Straight how tis like to go. [ Exit, 
Scar. Swallows have built £ 

En Cleopatra's fails their neſts: argurers 

Say they know not they cannot tell ; look grimly, 

And dare not ſpeak their knowledge. Antony 

Ez valiant and dejected; and, by ſtarts, 

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear, 

Of what he has, and has not. [ Exit. 


Alarum afar off, as at a Sea-fight. Re-enter ANTONY. 


Ant. All is loſt. 
This foul Ægyptian hath betrayed me: 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder 
They caſt their caps up, and carouſe together 
Like friends long loft. — Triple-turn'd whore ! 'tis thon 
Haſt fold me to this novice; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them ail fly; 
For when J am reveng'd upon my ciarm, 
I have done all: Bid them all fly, be gone. 
O fan! thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here: even here 
Do we ſhake hands. —All come to this !— The hearts 
That ſpaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
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Their wiſhes, do diſcandy, melt their ſweets 

On blofſoming Cæſar; and this pine is bark'd, 

That over-top'd them all. Betray'd I am: 

O this falſe ſoul of Ægypt! this grave charm— 
Whole eye beck'd fort my wars, and call'd them home: 
Whoſe boſom was my crownet, my chief end— 

Like a right gipſey, hath, at faſt and looſe, 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loſs.— 

What, Eros! Eros! 


Enter CLEOPATRA. 

Ah, thou ſpell | Avaunt.— _ 

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag'd againſt his love ? 

Ant. Vaniſh; or 1 thall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Cæſar's triumph. Let kim take thee, 
And hoilt tnee up, to the ſhouting plebeians: 
Follow his chariot, like the greateſt ſpot 
Of all thy ſex; monſter-like, be ſhewn 
For poor'ſt diminutives to dolts; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy viſage up _ 


With her prepared nails. T's well thou'rt gone — 


[ Exit CLEO A TRA. 
If it be well to live: But better twere 


Thou fell'ſt into my fury; for one death 
Might have prevented many —Eros, ho |! 
The thirt of Neſſius is upon me: Teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine anceſtor, thy rage: 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon; 

And with thoſe hands, that graſp'd the heavieſt club, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf. The witch ſhall die? | 
To the young Roman boy ſhe hath fold me, and I fall 
Under this plot: ſhe dies for't—Eros, hol [EExit. 


Cem 


dC E NE XI. CLEoPATRA's Palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and MARDIAN. 
Ceo. Help me, my women! O, he is more mad 


Than Telamon for his ſhield ; the boar of 'T heflaly 


Was never ſo emboſs'd. 
Char. To the monument; 


There lock yourtelt, and ſend him word you are dead. 
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Ihe ſo} ul and body rive not more at parting, 
'2 pan greatne is going Off. 
Cleo. Lo the monument; 
an go teil him | have ain myſelf; 
Say, that the laſt [ ſpoke was, Antony, 
And word it, prithee, pite -oully : Hence, Mardian ; 
And bring me how he takes my deach.— Lo the monu— 
ent, [ Excunt. 


SCENE. XII. The ſame. 
Enter AXTONY and EROS. 

Aut. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me:? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime, we fee a cloud that's dra goniſh; 
A vapour, ſometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon't, chat nod unto the world, 
And mock our e yes with air: Thou haſt ſcen theſe ſigns; 
They are black veſper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Aut. That, which is now a horſe, even with a thought, 
The rack diimns ; and makes it indiſtinct, 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Aut. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even ſuch a body; here J am Antony; 
Let cannot hold this viithle ſhape, my knave. 
made theſe wars for Egypt; and the queen— 
W hoſe heart 1 thought L had, for ſhe had mine ; 
Which, whilſt it was mine, had annen d unto't JE. 
A million more, now lolt—jne, Eros, has | LL 2 
Pack'd cards with Cæſar, and falſe play'd my glory - 
Unto an enemy's triumph. — 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Ourſelves to end ourſelves. O, thy vile lady 


Enter MAR DIXAN. 
She has robb'd me of my ſword. 
Maur. No, Antony; 
My miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her fortunc's mingled 
With thine entirely. | 
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Ant. Hence, ſaucy eunuch; peace; 

She hath betray'd me, and ſhall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one perſon can be paid but once; 
And that ſhe hath diſcharg'd: What thou would'ſt do 
Is done unto thy hand; the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antony! molt noble Antony | 
Then in the midit of a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony; it was divided a 
Between her heart and lips: ſhe rendered life, 

The name ſo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. | 
Ant. Unarm, Eros; the long day's taſk is done 
And we mutt ſleep :— That thou depart'{t hence ſafe, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; Go, — Oft, pluck off; — 

Exit NARDIAN, 
The ſeyen-fold ſhield of Ajax cannot keep | 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my ſides! 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy continent, 
Crack thy frail caſe !—Apace, Eros, apace.— 
No more a ſoldier ;—Bruiſed pieces, go; 
You have been nobly borne. From me awhile.— 


[ Exit EROs. 


I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and | 
Weep for niy pardon. So it mult be, for now 

All length is torture: Since the torch is out, 

Lie down, and ſtray no further: Now all labour 
Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles 

Itſelf with ſtrength : Seal, then; and all is done. — 
Eros II come, my queen: Eros! Stay for me: 
Where ſouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly port make the ghoſts gaze: 
Dido and her AÆneas ſhall want troops, 

And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros 


Re-enter EROs. 


Eros, What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra dy'd, 
I have liv'd in ſuch dithonour, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſeneſs. I, that with my ſword | 
Quarter'd the world, and o'er green N -ptune's back 


I * a 
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With ſhips made cities, condemn myſelf to lack 
The courage of a woman, leſs noble mind 
Than ſhe, which, by her death, our Cæſar tells, 
Jam conquerer of myſelf. Thou art ſworn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I ſhould ſee behind me 
Ihe inevitable proſecution of 

Diſgrace and horror, that on my command, 


Thou then would'ſt kill me: do't, the time is come: 


Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, tis Cæſar thou defeat'it. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withold me! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, loſt aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros, Oh 
Would'ſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſec 
Thy maſter thus with pleach'd arms bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face ſubdu'd 
To penetrative ſhame ;z whilft the wheeld ſeat 
Of fortunate Cæſar, drawn before him, branded 
His baſeneſs that enſued ? 

Eros. I would not ſee't. 


Ant. Come, then; for with a wound J muſt be cur'd. 


Draw that thy honeſt ſword, which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy country. 
Eros. O, ſir, pardon me, 


Ant) When! did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not then 


To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once; 
Or thy precedent ſervices are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 


Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 


W herein the worſhip of the whole world lies. 


Ant. Lo thee.— | ¶ Turning from him. 


Eros. My ſword is drawn. 
Ant, Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 
Eros. My dear maſter, | 
My captain, and my emperor ! let me ſay, © 
Before | ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewell. 
Aut. Vis ſaid, man ;—and farewell. 


Eres. Farewell, great chief, Shall I ſtrike now? | 
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# Thou teacheſt me, O valiant Eros! what 

I should, and thou could'ſt not. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave inſtruction, got upon me 

A nobleneſs in record: But I will be 

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 


f DE what I have begun. 


bis ſword but ſhewn to Cæſar, with his tidings, 
* Shall enter me with him. 


As to a Jover's bed. Come, then, and, Eros, 

Thy maſter dies thy ſcholar; to do thus |. Zoll ing on hi: eme 
I learn'd of thee. How! not dead | not dead! 

The guard !—how !— O, diſpatch me. 
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r Sufficing ſtrokes for death. 
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Ant. Now, Eros. 
Eros. W hy; there then: Thus do I eſcape the ſorrow 


Of Antony's death. [EROS Kills himiſe f. 
Ant, Thrice nobler than myſelf! 


Enter DERCET AS and Guards. . 
1 Guard, What's the noiſe ? 
Ant. I have done my work ill, friends ; O, make an end 


2 Guard, The ſtar is 1 
: Guard, And time 1s at his period. 
Ali. Alas, and woe | 
| Ant. Let him that love's me ſtrike me dead. 
I Guard. Not J. 
2 Guard, Nor J. 
3 Guard. Nor any one. [ Excunt. 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 


Enter DIOMEDES., 
Dio. Where's Antony? 
Der. There, Diomed, there. | | 
Dio. Lives he? wilt thou anſwer, man? [ Exit Der. 


Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy iword, and 
give me 


Dio. Moſt abſolute lord, 
My miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent. me to thee. 
Ant. When did the ſend thee? ? 
Dio. Now, my lord. 
Ant, WF here is the? 
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Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a propheſy- 
ing fear | . 
Of what hath come to paſs: for when ſhe ſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found) you did ſuſpect 
She had dispos'd with Cæſar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead; 
But, fearing ſince how it might work, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the truth; and I am come, 
I dread, too late. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed ;—Call my guard, ] 
prithee, 
Dio. What, ho! the emperor's guard! the guard, 
What, ho 
Come, your lord calls. 


q 5 Enter a Guard, 


Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides; 

Tis the laſt ſervice that I ſhall command you. 
I Guard. W oe, woe, are we, ſir, you may not live to wear 

All your true followers out. 

Ail. Moſt heavy day | 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp fate 
To grace it with your ſorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Szeming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 
I have led you oft; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. (Exeunt bearing ANT, 


— 
—— 


SCENE XIII. A Monument. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and IR As, above. 


Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Gar. Be comforted, dear madam. 
Cleo. No, I will not: 
All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we deſpiſe; or ſize of ſorrow, 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 


Enter D1omEDEs. 
As that which makes it —How now? is he dead? 
Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o' the other fide your monument, 


His guard have brought him hither, 
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Enter Ax TON, borne by the Guard. 


Cleo. O ſun, 
Burn the great ſphere iow mov'ſt in !—darkling ſtand 
The va rying ors o' the world 0 Antony! 
Antony ! Antony | 
Help, Gm 1 F Iras, help; 3 help, friends 
Below ; let's draw him hither: - | 

Ant. Peace; ; 
Not Cæſar's valour hath &erthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itſelf. 

Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony | 
Should conquer Antony; but woe 'tis ſo !. 

Ant. Tam dying, Agypt, dying; only 


I here importune death a while, until 


Of many thouſand kiſſes the poor lat 
I lay upon thy lips.— 0 . 
Cleo. I dare not, 0 50 
Dear, dear, my lord, pardon ; ; 1 dare not, 
Leſt I be taken: not the imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd Cæſar ever ſhall 
Be brooch'd with me; if knife, drugs, ſerpents, have 
Edge, ſting, or operation, I am ſafe. 
Your wife Octavia, with her modeſt eyes 
And ſtill concluſion, {hall acquire no honour | 
Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony 
Help me, my women—we muſt draw thee up j— 
Afliſt, good friends. "TT g 
Ant. O, quick, or am gone. ä 
Cleo. Here's ſport, indeed HO heavy weighs my lord! 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavineſs, 
That makes the weight: Had I great Juno's power, 
The ſtrong-wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by Jove's ſide. Yet come à little— 
Withers were ever fools ;—O, come, come, come | 
[They draw ANTONY uþ f CLEOPATRA, 
And welcome, welcome! die, where thou haſt liv'd ; 
Quicken with kiſſing; —had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 
All. A heavy fight! 1 | 
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Ant. 1 am dying; Egypt, dying: 


Give me ſome wine, and let me ſpeak a little. 
Que. No, let me ſpeak; and let me rail fo high; 
That the falſe huſwife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence, 
Ant One word, ſweet queen! 5 
Of Cæſar ſeek your honour with your ſafety. O 
Cleo. They do not go together, | 
Ant. Gentle hear me 
None about Cæſar truſt, but Proculeius;, 
- Cleo. My reſolution and my hands I'll truſt, 
None about Czfar. . 
Ant. The miſerable change now at my end. 
Lament; nor ſorrow at: but pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd the greateſt prince o' the world, 
"The nobleſt : and do now not baſely die, 
Nor cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countrymen, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd. Now, my ſpirit is going; 
I can no more [ANTONY Di: 
Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't die? 
Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abſence is 
No better than a ſty ?=O, ſee, my women, 
The crown o'the earth doth melt: My lord | 
O, wither'd is the garland of the war, 
The ſoldier's pole is fallen; young boys and girls 
Are level now with men: the odds is gone, 
And. there is nothing left remarkable | 
Beneath the viſiting moon; [She fainti. 
Char. Oz quietneſs, lady ! 
Tras. She is dead too, ſovereign, 
Jras. Madam 
Char. O, madam, madam, madam 
Tras, Royal Agypt! empreſs! 
Char, Peace, peace, Iras. + 
Cleo. No more but e'en a woman; and commanded 
By ſuch poor paſſion as the maid that milks, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me 


a 
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= To throw my ſceptre at the injurious gods; ! 

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 1 | 

Till they had ſtolen our jewel. All's but naught 5 4 

Patience is fottiſh: and i impatience does 0 

Become a dog that's mad: Then is it ſin, 

To ruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 

Ere death dare come to us?*—How do you, women? 

What, what! $000 cheer | Why, how now, Charmian? 

My noble girls !—Ah, women, women! look, 

Our lamp is ſpent, its out; Good firs, take Bet: — 

We'll bury him: and then, what's brave, what's noble, 

Let's do it after the high Roman faſhion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away: 

This caſe of that huge ſpirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women! come; we have no friend 

But reſolution, and the briefeſt end. | 14 
[ Exeunt, bearing off ANTON 's Body. 
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SCENE I. Ceſar Comp. 


Enter CASAR, AGRIPPA, DOLABELLA, MECANAs, 
GALLUs, PROCULE1US, and Train. 
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Cz/ar. 
O to him, Dolabclla, bid him yield; 
| Being ſo fruſtrated, tell him, he mocks m_ 
The pauſes that he makes. 
Dal. Cæſar, I ſhall. IA Dor. 


Enter DERCETAS with the fword of ANTON. 


Caſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, that dar ſt 
Appear thus to us? 
Der. I am called Dercetas ; 
Mark Antony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt to be ſerv'd : whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
He was my maſter ; and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his haters : If thou pleaſe . 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I'll be to Cæſar; if thou pleaſeſt not, 
Tyield thee up my life, „ 
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C. What is't thou fay'{t ? | 
Der. I ſay, O Czfar! Antony is dead. 
Cxſ. The breaking of fo great a thing ſhould make 
A greater crack: The round world 
Should have ſhook lions into civil ſtreets, 
And citizens to their dens :— The death of Antony 
Is not a ſingle doom; in the name lay 
A ny fu the world. | 
Der. He is dead, Cæſar; 
Not by a public miniſter of juſtice, 
Nor by a hired knife; but that ſelf hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage that the heart did lend it, 
Splitied the heart. — 1 his is his ſword, 
I robb'd his wound of it; behold it ſtain'd 
With his molt noble blood, 
Cz/. Look you ſad, friends? 
The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings 
To waſh the eyes of kings. 
Agr. And ſtrange it is, 
That nature muſt compel us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted deeds. 
Moc. His taints and honours 
Waged equal with him. 
Asr. A rarer ſpirit never 
Did ſteer humanity : but you, gods! will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cæſar is touch'd. 
Mec. When ſuch a ſpacious mirror's ſet before him, 
He needs muſt fee himſelf. 
Cz/. O Antony | | | 
T have follow'd thee to this ;—But we do lance 
Diſeaſes in our bodies. I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a declining day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not ſtall together 
In the whole world: But yet let me lament. 
With tcars as ſovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all deſign, my mate in empire, 
Friead and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle—'F hat our ftars, 
Unreconcileable, thould divide 


No 
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Our equalneſs to this. Hear me, good friends — 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter ſeaſon; 


Enter an Agyptian. 


'The buſineſs of this man looks out of him, 

We'll hear him what he ſays. —W hence are you? 
Agypt. A poor Ægyptian yet: The queen my miſtreſs, 

Confin'd in all ſhe has, her monument, 

Of thy intents deſires inſtruction z _ 

That ſhe preparedly may frame herſelf 

To the way the's forc'd to. 
Gzſ. Bid her have good heart ; | 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 

How honourably and how kindly we 

Determine for her: for Cæſar cannot live 

To be ungentle. | 
Egypt. So the gods preſerve thee! _ [ Exit, 
C. Come hither Proculeius; Go, and fay, 

We purpoſe her no ſhame: give her what comforts 

The quality of her pation all require; 

Leſt, in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal ſtroke, 

dhe do defeat us: for her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph: Go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt, bring us what the ſays, 

And how you find of her. 


Pro. Cæſar, I ſhall. Exit Pro. 
Czſ. Gallus, go you along—Where's Dolabella, 
To ſecond Proculeius? [ Exit GalLLus. 


All. Dolabella! | 

Cg. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he's employed; he ſhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent; where you ſhall {ee 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded ſtill 
In all my writings; Go with me, and fee 
What I can ſhew in this. [ Exennt, 


SCENE II. The Monument. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and IRAS 


- Cleo. My deſolation does begin to make 
A better life: Tis paltry to be Cæſar; 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, Fa 
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A miniſter of her will: And it is great 

To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 

W hich ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change; 
W hich ſleeps, and never palates more the dung. 
The beggar's nurſe and Cæſar's.— 


Enter below PRoCULEIus, GALLUS, &c. 


Pro. Cæſar ſends greeting to the queen of Egypt; 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair demands 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee, 
Cles. What's thy name? 
Pre. My names is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bade me truſt you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your maſter 
Would have a queen his beggar, you muſt tell him, 
That majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 
No leſs beg than a kingdom: if he pleaſe 
To give meconquer'd Ægypt for my ſon, 
He gives me ſo much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 
Pero. Be of good cheer ; 
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 
Who is ſo full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need; Let me report to him 
Your fweet dependency; and you ſhall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindneſs, 


Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 


Cleo. Pray you, tell him 
Jam his fortune's vaſlal, and I ſend him 
The greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 


Look him i'the face. 


Fro. This I'Il report, dear lady. 
Have comfort; for I know your plight is pity'd 
Of him that caus'd it. 
[Afde.) You tee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris'd ; 


ere GALLUS and Guard aſcend ths Mi 


| nument, enter behind. N 
Guard her *till Cæſar come. [ Exit, 
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Jras. Royal queen | 
Char, O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen 
CAeo. Quick, quick, good hands. [ Drawing a dagger. 


PRocu E Tus ruſbes in, and diſarms the Queen, 


Pro, Hold, worthy lady, hold: 
Do not yourſelf ſuch a wrong, who are in this 
Reliey'd, but not betray'd. 
Cleo. What, af death tao, that rids our dags of languiſh? 
Pro. Cleapatra, ; 5 
Do not abuſe our maſter's bounty, by 
The undoing of ee : let the world ſee 
His nobleneſs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 
Cleo. Where art thou, death? 
Come hither, come! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars 
Pra, O temperance, lady! 
Cleo, Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, ſir; 
If idle talk will once he neceſſary, 
PII nat ſleep neither: This mortal houſe Pl] ruin, 
Do Czfar what he can, Know, fir, that I 
Will not wait pinion'd at your maſter's court 
Nor once be chaſtis'd with the ſober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting varletry | 
Of cenſuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Agypt 
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me ſtark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blaw me j:ito abhorring | rather make 
My country's high pyramids my gibbet, 
And hang, me up in chains ! f 
Pro. You do extend 
Theſe thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Czfar, | 


Enter NOLABELLA, 
Dol. Procyleius, 
hat thou haſt done thy maſter Cæſar knows, 


And he hath ſent for thee: as for the queen, 


III take her to my guard, HED F 4 
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Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It ſhall content me beſt: be gentle to her. 
To Cæſar I will ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, [To CL ko. 
If you'll employ me to him. | 
Cleo. Say, I would die. [Exit PRo. 
Dol. Moſt noble empreſs, you have heard of me? 
Cleo. I cannot tell. 
Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. | 
Cleo. No matter, fir, what I have heard or known, 
You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams; 
Is't not your trick? * 
Dol. I underſtand not, madam. 
(leo. I dream'd there was an emperor Antony ;— 
O, ſuch another flcep; that I might ſee 
But ſuch another man! 
Dol If it might pleaſe you— 
Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and therein ſtuck 


A tun and moon; which kept their courſe, and lighted 
The little O, the earth. 


Del. Moſt ſovereign creature— 
Cleo. His legs beſtrid the ocean; his rear'd arm 
Cretted the world : his voice was property'd 
As all tuned ſpheres, and that to friends; 
But when he meant to quail and ſhake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
here was no winter in't; an autumn *twas, 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they {hew'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in: In his livery 
Walk'd crowns ard crownets z realms and iſlands were 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 
Dol. Cleopatra- 
Cleo, Think you there was, or might be, ſuch a man 
As this I dream'd of? | 
Dol. Gentle madam, no. 
Cleo. You lye, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever, were one ſuch, 
Its paſt the ſize of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 
To vie ſtrange forms with fancy; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece gainft fancy, 
Condemning ſhadows quite. 
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Dol. Hear me, good madam: | 
Your loſs is as yourſelf, great; and you bear it 
= As anſwering to the weight: Would I might never 
* Oecertake purſu'd ſucceſs, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of your's, a grief that ſhoots 
My very heart at root. | 
Cleo. I thank you, ſir, | 
= Know you what Cæſar means to do with me? 
1 Dol. J am loth to tell you what 1 Would you knew. 
4 Cleo. Nay, pray you, fir — | 
Dol. Though he be honourable— 
Cleo, He'll lead me then in triumph? 
Dol. Madam, he will; I know it. 
All. Make way there —-Cæſar. 


Enter Cs AR, GALLUs, MEC ENAS, PROCULEIUS, 
5 | and Attendarts. 
Gzſ. Which is the queen of Agypt? 
Dol. It is the emperor, madam. { CLE0. 4neels. 
Czf. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneel : - 
] pray you, rite: riſe, Ægypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods 
Will have it thus; my maſter and my lord 
I muſt obey. 
Caſ. Take to you no hard thoughts: 
The record of what injuries you d1d us, 
Though written in our fleſp, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 3 
Cleo. Sole fir o' the world, 
I cannot project mine own cauſe fo well 
Lo make it clear; but do confeſs, I have 
= Been laden with like frailties, which before 
== Have often ſham'd our ſex. I 
+ Czf. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than enforce: , 
If you apply yourſelf to our intents 
(Which towards you are moſt gentle) you ſhall find 
A benefit in this change: but if you ſeek 
Io lay on mea cruelty, by taking 
= Antony's courſe, you thall bereave yourſelf 
Of my good purpolcs, and put your children, 
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To that deſtruction which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely, I'Il take my leave. 
Cleo. And may, through all the world: *tis your's and we 
Your *ſcutcheons, and your figns of conqueſt, ſnal! 
Hang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good lord, 
Cz/. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am poſſeſs'd of: tis exactly valu'd ; 
Not petty things admitted, —Where's Seleucus? 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treaſure ; let him ſpeak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reſerv'd | | 
To myſelf nothing, Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, 

I had rather ſeal my lips, than, to my peril, 
ppeak that which 1s not. : | 

Cleo. What have I kept back? 

Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 

Cf. Nay, bluſh not, Cleopatra; I approve 
Your wiſdam in the deed. 

Cleo. See Cæſar! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd | mine will now be your's 

And ſhould we ſhift eſtates, your' s would be mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does | 

Even make me wild :—O ſlave of no more truſt 

Than love that's hir'd !—What, goeſt thou back? thou 
ſhalt 

Go back, I warrant thee z but I'Il catch thine eyes, 

Though they had wings; Slave, ſoul-leſs villain, dog: 

O rarely baſe! Da * WB; 

 Cz/. Good queen, let us entreat you, 9 

Cleo. O Cæſar, what a wounding ſhame is this ; bs 
That thou, vouchſafing here to viſit me, 
Poing the honour of thy lordlineſs 
Jo one ſo meek, that mine own ſeryant ſhould 
Parcel the ſum of my diſgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cæſar, 
That I ſome lady-trifles had reſery'd, 
Immoment toys, things of ſuch dignit 
As we greet modern friends withal ; and ſay 
Some nobler taken J have kept apart 


| - ; 2 Lt 
LAME ETSY NU I. ar E 3 3 


Y . 5 * 5 15 N * 25 8 S TH NC 
. cc 


AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA. 1 © 


For Livia, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation; muſt I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred? The gods! It ſmites me 
= Beneath the fall I have. Prithee, go hence; 
1 Io SELEUcus. 
5 Or J ſhall ſhew the cinders of my ſpirits 
Through the aſhes of my chance: Wert thou a man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 

Czf. Forbear, Seleucus. [ Exit SELEUCUS, 

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greateſt, are miſthought 
For things that other do; and, when we fall, 
We anſwer others* merits in our names, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cæſ. Cleopatra, | 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, 
Put we i'the roll of conqueſt : {till be it your's, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure ; and believe, 
Cæſar's no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your priſons : no, dear queen; 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, as 
Yourſelf ſhall give us counſel. Feed and ſleep: 
Dur care and pity is ſo much upon you, 
* That we remain your friend: And ſo adieu. 
= Cleo. My maſter, and my lord ! | 
EF Cæſ. Not fo : Adieu. [ Exeunt Cs AR and his Train. 
E Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I ſhould 
F* | not a 

he noble to myſelf: But hark thee, Charmian. 5 

. [ /Fhiſpers CHARMIAN, 

| Iras. Finiſh, good lady; the bright day is done, 


And we are for the dark. 11 
E Cleo. Hie thee again : 
I have ſpoke already, and it is provided; lied 
Jo put it tothe haſte. if 

| Re-enter DoLABELLA. | 0.1 
. Dol. Where is the queen? (| 
E Char. Behold, fir, [Exit CHARMIAN, Fi] 


(leo. Dolabella? 
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Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 3 
! I tell you this : Czfar through Syria 8 + 
| Intends his journey ; and within three days, P. 
| You with your children will he ſend before: 


| Make your beſt uſe of this: I have perform'd A 
i Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. = 
| Cleo. Dolabella, | s |] 
I ſhall remain your debtor. 1 
Dol. J your ſervant. | 
Adieu, good queen; I muſt attend on Czfar. Exit. 
Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think'ſt 
thou? 
Thou, an Ægyptian puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn 
In Rome, as well as I: mechanick ſlaves 
With greaſy aprons, rules, and hammers, ſhall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of groſs dict, ſhall we be unclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their vapour. 
Iras. The gods forbid ! | 
Cl:a, Nay, *tis moſt certain, Iras: Saucy lictors 
Will catch at us like ſtrumpets ; and ſcald rhimers 
Ballad us out o'tune : the quick comedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandrian revels; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and] ſhall fee 
Some ſqueaking Cleopatra boy my greatneſs 
Þ the poſture of a whore. 
{ras. O the good gods 
Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 
Iras. Pil never ſee it; for, I am ſure, my nails Z 
Are itronger than mine eyes. | = ; 
Cleo, Why, that's the way 5 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their moſt abſurd intents.—- Now, Charmian? 


** 
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Enter CHARMͤIAN. 


Shew me, my women, like a queen; — Go fetch 
My beſt attires J am again for Cydnus, 5 
To meet Mark Antony: —Sirrah, Iras, go.— 1 


Now, noble Charmian, we'll diſpatch indeed: 2 
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And, when thou haſt done this chare, I'Il give thee leave 
To play till RO — Bring our crown and all. 
Wherefore's this noiſe ? [ A noiſe within. 


Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your highneſs' preſence 
He 2 you figs. 

Clo, Let him come in. What a poor inſtrument 

| [ Exit Guard, 

May do a noble deed | he brings me liberty. 
My reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: Now from head to foot 


I am marble conſtant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine, 


Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a baſket. 

Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. 

Haſt.thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not ? 

Clown, Truly I have him: but I would not be the party 
that ſhould deſire you to touch him, for his biting is im- 
mortal; thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never recover. 

. Remember'ſt thou any that have dy'd on't? 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yeſterday: a very honeſt wo- 
man, but ſomething given to lye; as a woman ſhould not 
do, but in the way of honeſty : how ſhe dy'd of the biting 
of it, what pain the felt Truly, ſhe makes a very g 2004 
report o'the worm: But he that will believe all that the 
fay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: But this 1s 
moſt fallible, the worm's an odd worm, 

' Cler. Get thee hence; farewell. 

Clown, I with you all | Joy « of the worm 

Cleo. Farewell. 


Clown. You muſt think this, look you, | that the v worm 
will do his kind. | 


Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. 
Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be truſted, but 


in the keeping of wiſe people; lor, indeed, there is no 
goodneſs iu the worm. . 


[ Exit Guard. | 
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Cleo. Take thou no care; it ſhall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good: give it nothing, I pray you fot it 
is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will 16 eat me? 

Clown. Vou muſt not think I am ſo ſimple, but I know 
the devil himſelf will not eat a woman: 1 know, that à 
woman is a diſh for the gods, if the devil dreſs her not. 
But, truly, theſe ſame whoreſon devils do the gods great 
harm in their women; for in every ten that they make, 
the devils mar five. —_— 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone; farewell. 

Clawn. Yes, forſooth; I wiſh you joy o' the worm. 

: [ Exit, 
Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have 
Immortal longings in me: Now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape ſhall moiſt this lip :— 
Yare, yare, . quick. Methinks I hear 
Antony call; I ſee him rouſe himſelf 
To praiſe my noble act; I hear him mock 
The luck of Cæſar, which the gods give men 
To excule their after wrath : Huſband, I come : 

Now to that name my courage prove my title! 

I am. fire and air; my other elements _ 

I give to baſer life. — So—have you done? 

Come, then and take the laſt warmth of my lips, 
Farewell, kind Charmian ;—Iras, long farewell. 

| [ Applying the aſp. 

_ Havel the aſpick in my lips! Doſt fall ? [To IR As. 

If thou and nature can ſo gently part, | 

The ſtroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 

Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doſt thou lye {till ? 

If thus thou vaniſheſt, thou tell'ſt the world 

It is not worth leave-taking IIR As dies. 

Char. Diſſolve, thick cloud and rain; that I may ſay, 

The gods themſelves do weep ! 
_ Cles. This proves me baſe: 
If ſhe firſt meet the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her; and ſpend that kiſs, 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal wretch, 
With thy ſharp teeth this knot intrinficate [To the off. 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 


Be angry, and diſpatch. O, couldſt thou ſpeak ! 
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That I might hear thee call great Cæſar, aſs 
| Unpolicy'd! 


Char. O, eaſtern ſtar! 
Cleo. Peace peace 


Doſt thou not ſee my baby at my breaſt, 
That ſucks the nurſe afleep ? 


Char, O, break! O, break! 
Cleo. As ſweet as balm, as ſoft as air, as gentle 
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too: 


Applying another aſp to her arm. 


: What, ſhould I ſtay, — [Dies. 


Char. In this wild world 80, fare thee well. 


7 Now boaſt thee, Death! in thy poſſeſſion lies 


A laſs unparallel'd. —Downy windows, cloſe; 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again fo royal! Your crown's my, 3 


3 I'll mend it, and then play. 


Enter the Guard ruſhing i in. 
1 Guard. Where is the queen? 
Chat. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
I Guard. Cæſar hath ſent | 
Char. Too ſlow a meſſenger. 
[CHARMIAN applies the ofÞ. 
O, come; apace, diſpatch :—TI partly feel thee. 
: Guard, Approach, ho! All's not well: Cæſar's bes 
The 
. 2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Czſar ;—call 
him. 
t Guard, What work is here? —Charmian, is this 
well done? 


Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princels 


| Deſcended of ſo many royal kings. 


Ah, ſoldier! _ CHARMIAN dies, 
Enter DOLABELLA. 
Dol. How goes it here ? 
5 Guard. All dead. | 
Tanck Cæſar, thy thoughts « 
their cocks in this: Thyſelf art coming 


To o foe perform'd the dreaded act, which thou 
do ſought'ſt to hinder. 


Enter Cs AR, and Attendants. 
Within, A way there, a way for Cæſar! 
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Dol. O, ſir, you are too ſure an augurer; 
That you did fear is done. 
Cz}. Braveſt at the laſt: 
She levell'd at our purpoſes, and, being royal, 
Took her own way.—The manner of their deaths ?-— 
J do not fee them bleed. | 
Dol. Who was laſt with them? | 
1 Guard. A ſimple countryman, that brought her ſigs; 
This was his baſket. | 
Cef. Poiſon'd then. 
1 Guard. O Ceſar, 
This Charmian liv'd but now; ſhe ſtood, and pale. 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead miſtreſs ; tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſudden drop'd. 
Cal. O noble weakneſs |— 
If they had ſwallow'd poiſon, twould appear 
By external ſwelling : but ſhe looks like ſleep, 
As ihe would catch another Antony 
In her ſtrong toil of grace. 
Dol. Here on her breaſt 
There is a vent of blood, and ſomething blown: 
The like is on her arm. 
1 Guard. This is an aſpick's trail; and theſe fig- leaves 
Have flime upon them, ſuch as the aſpick leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 
Caſ. Moſt probable, 
That fo ſhe 4y'd; for her phyſician tells me, 
She hath purſu'd concluſions infinite 
Of eaſy ways to die, — Take up her bed; 
And bear her women from the monument: 
She ſhall be buried by her Antony; 
No grave upon the earth ſhall clip in it 
A pair fo famous. High events as theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them: and their ſtory | is 
No leſs in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army ſhall, 
In ſolemn ſhew, attend this funeral 
And then to Rome.—Come, Dolabella, ſee 
High order in this great ſolemnity. [ Excunt ons, 


THE END. 
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Carvs Marcivs CokloLAN us, @ noble Roman. 
Tren LAzrt1Vs, Generals againſt the Volſciaus. 
Cominivs, 


MENENIUuS AGRIPPaA, Friend to Coriolanus. 


S1cInius VELUTUS, 
ribu op 
Junius Baurus, Tribunes of the People. 


TurLvs Aurlolus, General of the Volſcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. | 
Young Maxcivs, Son to Coriolanus. 


Con/pirators with Aufidius. 
WOMEN, 


VorLyUMNnIAa, Mother to Coriolauus. 
V1rGILIA, Wife to Coriolanus, 
VALERIA, Friend to Virgilia. 


Roman and Volſcian Senators, Halli, Lictors, Soldiers, Com- 
mon People, Servants to Aufidius, and other Attendants, 


The SCENE is partly in Rome; and partly in the Territories of 
the Volſcians and Antiates, 


E424 
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ern ern . 


A Street in Rome. Enter a Company of muti nous Cilixens, 
with Staves, Clubs, and other Weapons. 


I Citizen. 


Devore we proceed any further, hear me ſpeak. 
All. Speak, ſpeak. 


1 Cit. You are reſolv'd rather to die, than to famiſh ? 
Al. Reſolv'd, reſolv'd. 


1 Git. Firſt, you know Cai s Marcius is chief enemy to 
the people. | 
All. We know't, we knowv rt. 


1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our own 
proces Is't a verdict ? 


All. No more talking on't ; let it be done: away, away. 
2 Cit. One word, good citizens. 
I Git. We are accounted poor citizens ; the patricians, 
good: What authority ſurfeits on, would relieve us: If 
they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it were 
' wholeſome, we might gueſs, they relieved us humanely: 
but they think, we are too dear: the leanneſs that afflicts 
us, the object of our miſery, is an inventory to, parti- 
. Cularize their abundance ; our ſufferance is a gain to 
them. Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we become 
rakes: for the gods know, I ſpeak this in hunger for 
bread, not in thirſt for revenge. 


2 Cit. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Caius 
Marcius ? 


All, Againſt him firſt; he's a very dog to the com- 
monalty. 


2 Cit. Conſider you what ſervices he has done for .his 
Country ? 


42 1 Cit. 
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1 Cit, Very well; and could be content to give him 
* for't, but that he pays himſelf with being 
proud. 

All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſly- ; 

1 Cit, I ſay unto you, what he hath done famouſly, he 
did it to that end: though ſoft-conſcienc'd men can be 
content to ſay, it was not for his country, he did it to 
pleaſe his mother, and to be partly proud ; which he is, 
even to the alticude of his virtue. | 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you account 
a Vice in him : You muſt in no way fay, he is covetous, 

I Cit. If I muſt not, I need not be barren of accuſations; 
he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in repetition. [ Shout, 
within, | What ſhouts are theſe ? The other ſide o'the city 
is riſen : Why ſtay we prating here? to the Capitol. 

All. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft; who comes here ? 


Enter MENENIUS Ad RITA. 


2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Aprippaz one that hath 
always lov'd the people. 
1 Cit, He's one honeſt enough; Would all the reſt 
were ſo! 
Men, What work's, my countrymen, in hand ? Where 
o you 


With bats and clubs? The matter? Speak, I pray you. 


2 Cit. Our buſinefs is not unknown to the ſenate ; they 
have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
which now we'll ſhew *em in deeds. They ſay, poor 
ſuitors have long breaths ; they ſhall know we have ſtrong 
arms too. 


Men. Why, maſters, my good friends, mine honeſt 


peighbours, 

Will you undo yourſelves ? 

2 Cit. We cannot, fir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your ſuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your ſtaves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman ftate ; whoſe courſe will on 
The way it takes, crackipg ten thouſand curbs 
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of more ſtrong link aſunder, than can ever 

Appear in your impediment: For the dearth, 

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and 

Your knees to them, not arms, muſt help. Alack, 
Vou are tranſported by calamity 

Thither where more attends you; and you ſlander 
The helms o the ſtate, who care for you like fathers, 
When you curſe them as enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for us !—True, indeed! They ne'er car'd 
for us yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their ſtore-houſes 
cramm'd with grain; make edicts for uſury, to ſupport 
uſurers : repeal daily any wholeſome act eſtabliſhed againſt 
the rich; and provide more piercing ſtatutes daily, to 
chain up and reſtrain the poor. If the wars eat not up, 
they will; and there's all the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you muſt 
Confeſs yourſelves wondrous malicious, 

Or be accus'd of folly, 1 ſhall tell you 

A pretty tale; it may be, you have heard it; 
But, fince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
To ſeale't a little more. | 

2 Cit. Well, I'll hear it, fir; yet you muſt not think 
to fob off our diſgrace with a tale: but, an't pleaſe you, 
deliver, 

Men. There was a time, when all the body's members 
Rebell'd againſt the belly; thus accus'd it:— 
That only like a gulph it did remain 
T' the midſt o' the body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearin 
Like labour with the reſt ; where the other inſtruments 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, - walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did miniſter 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anſwer'd— 

2 Cit, Well, fir, what anſwer made the belly? 

Men. Sir, I ſhall tell you With a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus 
(For, look you, I may make the belly ſmile, 

As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply'd 

To the diſcontented members, the mutinous parts 

That envy'd his receipt ; * ſo moſt fitly 1 
— 4 


0 CORIOL ANUS, 


As you malign our ſenators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you. 
2 Cit. Your belly's anſwer : What ! 
The kingly-crown'd head, the vigilant eye, 
The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 
Our ſteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they 
Men. What then? — 
*Fore me, this fellow ſpeaks !- what then? what then? 
2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 
Who is the ſink o' the body 
Men. Well, what then? 
2 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly anſwer ? 4 
Men. I will tell you; | $ 
If you'll beſtow a ſmall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's anſwer. 
2 Cit. You are long about it. 
Men. Note me this, good friend; 
Your moſt grave belly was deliberate, 
Not raſh like his accuſers, and thus anſwer'd : 
True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at ſirſt, 
Thich you ao live upon : and fit it is; 
Becauſe I am the flore-houſe, and the ſhop 
Of the whole body : But, if you do remember, 
1 ſend it through the rivers of your blood, 
Even to the court, the heart, to the ſeat o'the brain 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, 
The flrongeſt nerves, and ſmall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency 
Mphereby they live: And though that all at once, 
Du, my good friends (this ſays the belly), mark me 
2 Cit, Ay, fir; well, well. 
Men. Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each; 
Yet ¶ can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all, 
Aud leave me but the bran. What ſay you to't ? 
2 Cit, It was an anſwer; how apply you this? 


Men. 
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Men: The ſenators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members: For examine 
Their counſels, and their cares; digeſt things rightly, 
Touching the weal o' the common; you ſhall find, 

No public benefit, which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or comes, from rhem to you, 

And no way from yourſelves. —What do you think? 
You, the great toe of this aſſembly ?— 

2 Cit, I the great toe? Why the great toe? 

Men. For that, being one o' the loweſt, baſeſt, pooreſt, 
Of this moſt wiſe rebellion, thou go'ſt foremoſt ; 
Thou raſcal, that art worſt in blood, to run 
Lead'ſt firſt, to win ſome vantage. — 

But make you ready your {tiff bats and clubs: 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle, 
The one {ide muſt have bale. —Hail, noble Marcius ! 


Enter CAlus MARrcCivus. 


Mar. Thanks.—What's the matter, you diſſentious 
rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make yourſelves ſcabs ? 
2 Cit. We have ever your good word. 
Mar. He that will good words to thee, will flatter 


Beneath abhorring-— What would have, you curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war? the one aftrights yon, 


The other makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares 
Where foxes, geeſe: You are no ſurer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailſtone in the ſun. Your virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 

And curſe that juſtice did it. Who deſerves greatneſs, 
Deſerves your hate: and your affections are A 
A ſick man's appetite, who deſires moſt that 

Which would increaſe his evil. He that depends 

Upon your favours, ſwims with fins of lead, | 
And hews down oak with ruſhes, Hang ye! Truſt ye? 
With every minute you do change a mind; 


And call him noble, that was now your bate, : 
B 2 | Him 
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Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in theſe ſeveral places of the city 
You cry againſt the noble ſenate, who, 
Under the gods, keep you in awe, which elſe 
Would feed on one another ?— What's their ſeeking ? 
Men. For corn at their own rates; whereof, they ſay, 
The city is well ſtor'd. ITO 
Mar Hang em! They fay ? 
They'll fit by the fire, and preſume to-know 
What's done i' the Capitol: whoſe like to riſe, 
Who thrives, and who declines ; fide factions, and give 
Out | 
Conjectural marriages; making parties ſtrong, 
And feebling ſuch, as ſtand not in their liking, 
Below their cobled ſhoes. They ſay, there's grain enough ? 
Would the nobility lay aſide their ruth, 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter'd ſlaves, as high 
As I could pike my lance. 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt thoroughly perfuaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack diſcretion, 
Yet are they paſſing cowardly. But, I beſeech you, 
What ſays the other troop ? 
Mar. They are diſſolv'd: Hang 'em! 
They ſaid, they were an- hungry; ſigh'd forth proverbs; 
That, hunger broke ſtone walls; that, dogs muſt eat ;— 
That, meat was made for mouths; that, the gods ſent 
not | ” 
Corn for the rich men only :—With theſe ſhreds 
They vented their complainings; which being anſwer'd, 
And a petition granted them, a ſtrange one 
(To break the heart of generoſity, 
And make bold power look pale), they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o the moon, 
Shouting their emulation, 
Men. What is granted them? | 
Mar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice : One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not 's death ! 
The rabble ſhould have firſt unroof'd the city, 
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Ere ſo prevail'd with me: it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For inſurrection's arguing. 

Men. This is ſtrange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſ. Where's Caius Marcius ? 

Mar. Here : What's the matter ? 

Meſ. The news is, fir, the Volſces are in arms. 

Mar. I am glad on't; then we ſhall have means to vent 
Our muſty ſuperfluity :—See, or belt elders. 


Enter Co iN ius, Titus LARTIUs, with other Senators; 
Joxius BRUTus, and Sieixius VErurus. 


1 Sen. Marcius, "tis true, that you have lately told us; 
The Volſces are in arms. 
Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't, 
I fin in envying his nobility : 
And where I any thing but what I am, 
I would wiſh me only he. 
um. You have fought together, 
Mar. Were half to halt the world by the ears, and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : He is a lion 
That am proud to hunt. 
1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe wars. 
Com. It is your former promiſe. 
Mar.. Sir, it is; 
And I am conſtant. Titus Lartius, thou 


Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at Tullus' face: 


What, art thou ſtiff? ſtand'ſt out? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius ; 
_ Fl lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other, 
Ere ſtay behind this buſineſs, | 

Aen. O, true bred! 


1 Sen, Your company to the Capitol; where, I know, 


Our greateſt friends attends us. a 
B 3 Tit. 
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Tit. Lead you on: — 
Follow, Cominius ; we muſt follow you: 
Right worthy you priority. 
Com. Noble Lartins ! 
1 Sen. Hence! To your homes, be gone! 
[ To the Citizens, 


Mar. Nay, let them follow: 
The Volſces have much corn; take theſe rats thither, 
To know their garners ;— Worſhipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 


CExeunt. 
Citizens ſteal away. Manent S1cinivus, and BRurus. 


Sic. Was ever man ſo proud as is this Marcius ? 
Bru. He has no equal. 
Sic. When we were choſen tribunes for the people— 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip, and eyes? 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts, 
Bru. Being mov'd, he will not ſpare to gird the ous. 
Sic. Be-mock the modeſt moon. 
Bru. The preſent wars devour him! he is grown 
Too proud to be ſo valiant. 
Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the Giadone 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder, 
His inſolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 
Bru. Fame, at the which he aims— 
In whom already he is well grac'd cannot 
| Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place below the firſt : for what miſcarries 
Shall be the general's fault, though he perform 
To the utmoſt of a man; and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out on Marcius, O, if he 
Had borne the buſineſs ! 
Sic. Beſides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Marcius, ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius, 
Bru. Come; 
Half all Cominius? honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults 7 
N | > 44 FS. of 
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To Marcius ſhall be honours, though, indeed, 
n aught he merit not. 
Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made; and in what faſhion, 
More than his ſingularity, he goes 
Upon this preſent action. 
Bru. Let's along. Exeunt. 


— 
— 


SCENE II. 


The Senate- Houſe in Corioli. Enter TulLus Aupipius, 
with Senators. 


1 Sen. So your opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Rome are enter'd in our counſels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. 1s it not yours ? | 
What ever hath been thought on 1n this ſtate, 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? *Tis not four days gone, 
Since I heard thence; theſe are the words : I think, no 
I have the letter here; yes, here it is: i 
They have preſs'd a power, but it is not known 


5 | | Reading: 5 
Whether for eaſt, or weſt : The dearth is great; ET 
The people mutinous : and it is rumour d, | 
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy _ | 1} 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you), if 
And Titus Lartius, a moſt valiant Roman, 
Theſe three lead on this preparation | | | 
IWhither *tis bent: moſt likely, tis for you: _ 
Conſider of it. | | 
1 Sen. Our army's in the field: 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To anſwer us. 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs muſt (Kew themſelves; which in the hatching, 
It ſeem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhall be ſhorten'd in our aim; which was, {1 
Ba To | 
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To take in many towns, ere, almoſt, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 
Take your commiſſion ; hie you to your bands; 
Let us aloue to guard Coricli: 
If ibey let down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army; but, I think, you'll find 
They have not prepar'd for us, 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 
I ſpeak from certainties. Nay, more, 
Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
And only hitherward, I leave your honours, 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
*Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do no more. 


All. The gods aſſiſt you! 

Auf. And keep your honours ſafe ! 

1 Sen. Farewel. 

2 Sen. Farewel. | 

All. Farewel. [ Exeux, 


Er eres, 


* 1 — — 


3 - WM 


SCENE III. 


Caius MAarcivs' Houſe in Rome. Enter Vol uMNIA, 
and VIXOGILIA: They fit down on two low Stools, and 


few. 


Vol. I pray you, daughter, ſing; or expreſs yourſclf! in 

a more comfortable ſort : If my fon were my huſband, [ 
ſhould freelier rejoice in that abſence wherein he won ho- 
nour, than in the embracements of his bed, where he 
. would ſhew moſt love, When yet he was but tender 
'body'd, and the only ſon of my womb; when youth 
with comlineſs pluck'd all gaze his way ; when, for a day 
of king's entreaties, a mother ſhould not ſell him an hour 
from her beholding ; I conſidering how honour would 
become ſuch a perſon; that it was no better than picture- 
like to hang by the wall, if renown made it not ſtir—was 
pleas'd to let him ſeek danger where he was like to find 
fame. 
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fame, To a cruel war I ſent him; from whence he re- 
turn'd, his brows bound with oak: I tell thee, daughter 
] ſprang not more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man- 
child, than now in firſt ſeeing he had proved himſelf a 
man. 


Vir. But had he died in the buſineſs, madam ? how 
then ? 

Vol. Then his good report ſhould have been my ſon; I 
therein would have found iſſue. Hear me profeſs ſin- 
cerely :— Had I a dozen ſons—each in my love alike, and 
none leſs dear than thine and my good Marcius—T had ra- 


ther had eleven die nobly for their country, than one 
voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 


Vir. Beſeech you, give me leave to retire myſelf. 
Hol. Indeed, you ſhall not. | 


Methinks, I hither hear your huſband's drum; 
See him pluck down Aufidius by the hair; 
As children from a bear, the Volſces ſhunning him: 
Methinks, I ſee him ſtamp thus, and call thus — 
Come on, you cowards ; you were got in fear, 
Though you were born in Rome : His bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harveſt- man, that's taſk'd to mow 
O'er all, or loſe his hire. 
Vir. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood ! 
Vol. Away, you fool! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt his trophy: The breaſt of Hecuba, 


When (he did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 


Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 

At Grecian ſwords' contending.— Tell Valeria, 

We are fit to bid her welcome, [Exit Gent, 
Vir. Heavens bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius ! 


Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 


Enter VALERIA, with an Uſber, a Gentlewoman. 


Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 
Fol. Sweet madam : 


Vir. 


— 


nw 
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Vir. I am glad to ſee your ladyſhip. 

Val How do you both? you are manifeſt houſe- keep. 
ers. What, are ſewing here? A fine ſpot, in good faith.— 
How does your little ſon ? 

Vir. I thank your ladyſhip; well, good madam. 

Vel. He had rather ſee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 
Than look upon his ſchool-maſter. | 

Val. O' my word, the father's ſon : I'll ſwear, 'tis a 
very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd upon him o'Wed- 
neſday half an hour together : he has ſuch a confirm'd 


- countenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded butterfly; and 


when he caught it, he let it go again ; and after it again; 
and over and over he comes, and up again; catch'd it 
again; cr whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 'twas, he 
did ſo ſet his teeth, and tear it; O, I warrant, how he 
mammock'd it! | 

Fol. One of his father's moods. 

Jul. Indeed la, tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Yal, Come, lay aſide your ſtitchery; I muſt have you 
play the idle huſwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam; I will not out of doors. 

Fal. Not out of doors! 

Jol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. | 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not over the 
threſhold, *rill my lord return from the wars. 

Val Fiz, you confine yourſelf moſt unreaſonably : 
Come, you mult go viſit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wifh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſit her with 
my prayers; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? 

Vir. Tis not to ſave labour, nor that I want love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope: yet, they ſay, 
all the yarn, ſhe ſpun in Ulyſſes* abſence, did but fill 
Tthaca full of moths. Come; I would, your cambrick 
were ſeni{jble as your finger, that you might leave prick- 


ing it for pity. Come, you ſhall go with us. 


Vir No, good madam, pardon me; Indeed, I will not 


forth. | 
Fal. In truth la, 80 with me; and I'll tell you excel - 


lent news of your huſband, 77 
| it, | 
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Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 
Val. Verily, I do not jeſt with you; there came news 


from him laſt night. 


Vir. Indeed, madam ! 

Val. In earneſt, it's true; I heard a ſenator ſpeak it. 
Thus it is :—The Volſces have an army forth; againſt 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of our 
Roman power : your lord, and Titus Lartius, are ſet 
down before their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt pre- 
vailing, and to make it brief wars. This 1s true, on mine 
honour ; and fo, I pray, go with us. | 


Vir. Give me excuſe, good madam ; I will obey you in 


every thing hereafter. | 
Vol. Let her alone, lady; as ſhe is now, ſue will but diſ- 


_ eaſe our better mirth. 


Val. In troth, I think, ſhe would: — Fare you well 
then. Come, good ſweet lady.—Pr'ythee, Virgilia, turu 
thy ſolemneſs out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vir. No: at a word, madam; indeed, I muſt not. 

I wiſh you much mirth. 
Val. Well, then farewel. [Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE Iv. 


Before Corioli. Enter MARcius, Titus LARTIus, 


with Drum and Colours, Captains and Soldiers, To 
them a Meſſenger. | 


Mar. Yonder comes news :—A wager, they kave met. 
Lart, My horſe to your's, no. 

Mar. 'Tis done. | 

Lart. Agreed. BY 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy? 

Mef. They lie in view; but have not ſpoke as yet. 
Lart. So, the good horſe is mine. 

Mar. I'll buy him of you, 


Lart. No, I'll not ſell, nor give him: lend you him, 


I will, | 
For half a hundred years.—Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie theſe armies ? 


Meſ. 
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Meſ. Within this mile and half. 

Mar. Then ſhall we hear their 'larum, and they ours. 
Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work; 
That we with ſmoking ſwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded friends! Come, blow thy blaſt. 


They ſound a Parley, Enter Senators, with others, on 
the Walls, 


Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls? 
1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he, 
That's leſſer than a little. Hark, our drums 
| [Drums afar off, 
Are bringing forth our youth: We'll break our walls, 
Rather than they ſhall pound us up: our gates, 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes : 
They'll open of themſelves. Hark you, far off; 
[Alarum far off. 
There is Aufidius: liſt, what work he makes 
Amongſt your cloven army. 
Mar. O, they are at it! 


| Lart. Their noiſe be our inſtruction. — Ladders, ho! 
5 Enter the Volſces. 


Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their city. 
Now put your ſhields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than ſhields. Advance, brave 
Titus: 
They do diſdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me ſweat with wrath, —Come on, my 
fellows ; 8 | 
He that retires, T'il take him for a Volſce, 
And he ſhall feel mine edge. 
| [ Alarum ; the Romans beat back to their Trenches. 


Re-enter MaRcius. 


Mar. All the contagion of the ſouth light on you, 
You ſhames of Rome, you! Herds of boils and plagues 
Plaſter you o'er : that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther than ſeen, and one infect another 
Agaiuſt the wind a mile! You ſouls of geeſe, 


That 
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That bear the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
From flaves that apes would beat? Pluto and hell! 
All hurt behind; backs red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued fear! Mend, and charge home, 
Or, by the fires of heaven, Pll leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you: look to't: Come on; 
If you'll ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. 


Another Alarum, and MARclus follows them to the Gates. 


So, now the gates are ope: Now prove good ſeconds: 
'Tis for the followers fortune widens them, 

Not for the fliers : Mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the Cates, 
1 Sol. Fool hardineſs; not I. 

2 Sol. Nor J. 

Sol. See, they have ſhut him in. [Alarum continues. 
All. To the pot, I warrant him. 


Enter Tirus LARTIUS. 


Lart. What is become of Marcius ? 

All. Slain, fir, doubtleſs. 

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the. very heels, 
With them he enters: who, upon the ſudden, 
Clapt to their gates; he is himſelf alone, 

To anſwer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow! 

Who, ſenſible, out- dares his ſenſeleſs ford, | 
And, when it bows, ſtands up ! Thou art left, Marcus :_ 
A arbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 

Were not ſo rich a jewel. Thou waſt a ſoldier 
Even to Cato's wiſh : not fierce and terrible 
Only in ſtrokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds, 

Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 


Re-enter Makcivs Bleeding, aſſaulted by the Enemy. 


1 Sol. Look, fir. 
Lart. O, *tis Marcius : 


Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike, 
[ They fight, and all enter the City. 


SCENE 
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SCENE YV:; 


Mithin the Town. Enter certain Romans, with Spoils, 


1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome. 
2 Rom. And I this. 
3 Rom. A murrain on't! I took this for ſilver, 
|  {Alarum continues ſtill afar oh. 


Enter Magcirs, and Titus LaRTIUs, with a Trumpet, 


Mar. See here theſe movers, that do prize their hours 
| At a crack'd drachm ! Cuſhions, leaden ſpoons, 

| Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 

| Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe ſlaves, 

| Ere yet the fight be done, pack up :—Down with them, — 
| And hark, what noiſe the generai makes! To him. 
| There is the man of my ſoul's hate, Aufidius, 

Piercing our Romans: Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city; 

Whilſt I, with thoſe that have the ſpirit, will haſte 

Jo help Cominius. 

| Lart. Worthy fir, thou bleed'ſt; 

| Thy exerciſe hath been too violent for 

| A ſecond courſe of fight. 


0 Mar. Sir, praiſe me not: 
My work hath yet not warm'd me: Fare you well. 
ſl The blood I drop is rather phyſical 


j Than dangerous to me: To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 
Lart. Now the fair goddeſs, Fortune, 
j Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
| Mliſguide thy oppolers' ſwords! Bold gentleman, 
| Proſperity be thy page 
Mar. Thy friend no leſs 
Than thoſe ſhe places higheſt ! So, farewel. 
Lart. Thou worthieſt Marcins ! 
Go, ſound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 
Call thither all the officers of the town, 
1 Where they ſhall know our mind: Away. 
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SCENE: VI. 


The Roman Camp. Enter Comintvus retreating, with 
Soldiers. 


Com. Breathe you my friends; well fought : we are 
come off 
Like Romans, -neither fooliſh in our ſtands, 
Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, irs, 
We ſhall be charg'd again, Whiles we have ſtruck, 
By interims, and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends :—Ye Roman gods! 
Lead their ſucceſſes as we wiſh our own ; 
That both our powers, with ſmiling fronts encountring, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


May give you thankful ſacrifice /—Thy news? 
Meſ. The citizens of Corioli have iſſued, 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 
I ſaw our party to the trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 
Com. Though thou ſpeak'ſt truth, 
Methinks, thou ſpeak'it not well. How long 1 is't fince ? 
Meſ. Above an hour, my lord. | 
Com. Tis not a mile: briefly we heard their drums: 
How could'ſt thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy news ſo late? 
Meſ. Spies of the Volſces 
Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about; elſe had I, ſir, 
Half an hour ſince brought my report. 


Enter MARC1us. 


Com, Who's yonder, 
That does appear as he were flead? O . 
He has the ſtamp of Marcius; and I have 
Before-time ſeen him thus. 
Mar. Come I too late? 
Com. The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
| | More 
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More than I know the ſound of Marcius' tongue 
From every meaner man's. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others; 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. O!] let me clip you 
In arms as ſound, as when I woo'd; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 
And tapers burnt to bedward, 
Com. Flower of warriors, 
How is*t with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man buſied about decrees : 
Condemning ſome to death, and ſome to exile; 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatening the other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning at: in the leaſh, 
To let him lip at will, | 

Com. Where is that ſlave, 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither, 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 
The common file (A plague! Tribunes for them! 
The mouſe ne'er ſhunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 

Com. But how prevail'd you ? 

Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not think —- 
Where is the enemy? Are you lords o' the field? 

If not, why ceaſe you 'till you are ſo? 

Com. Marcius, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire, to win our purpoſe. 

Mar. How lies their battle? Know you on what fide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt ? 

Com. As I guels, Marcins, 

Their bands i' the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their beſt rruſt : o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 
Mar. I do beſeech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By the blood we have ſhed together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 


Set 
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Set me againſt Aufidius, and his Antiates : 
And that you not delay the preſent ; but, 
Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour, 
Com. Though I could wiſh 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your aſking; take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can aid your action. 
Mar. Thoſe are they 
That moſt are willing: — If any ſuch be here 
(As it were ſin to doubt), that love this painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd ; if any fear 
Leſſer his perſon than an ill report; 
If any think, brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himſelf; 
Let him, alone; or ſo many, ſo minded, 
Wave thus, to expreſs his diſpoſition, | 
And follow Marcius. [ Vaving his Hand, 
[They all ſhout, and wave their Swords, take him 
uß in their Arms, and caſt up their Caps. 
O me, alone! Make you a {word of me? 
If theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volſces? None of you, but is 
Able to bear againſt the great Aufidius 
A ſhield as hard as his. A certain number, 
Though thanks to all, muſt I ſelect from all: 
The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſome other fight, 
As cauſe will be obey'd. Pleaſe you to march; 
And four ſhall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are beſt inclin'd. | 
Com, March on, my fellows : 
Make good this oftentation, and you ſhall 
Divide in all with us. [ Exeunt, 


c Son 
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SCENE VII. 


The Gates of Corioli. Titus LARTIVSs, having ſet & 
Guard upon Corioli, going with a Drum and Trumpet 
toward COMINIUs and Caius Marcivs, enters with 
Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and a Scout. 


Lart. So, let the ports be guarded : Keep your duties, 
As J have ſet them down. If I do ſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe ſentries to our aid; the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding : if we loſe the field, 

We cannot keep the town, 

Lieut. Fear not our care, fir. 

Lart. Hence, and ſhut your gates upon us. — 

Our guider, come; to the Roman camp conduct us. 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE VIII. 


The Field of Battle. Alarum, Enter Maxc1vs, ard 
| AUFIDIUS. 


Mar. I'll fight with none but thee; for I do hate thce 
Worſe than a promiſe-breaker. 
Auf. We hate alike; 
Not Africk owns a ſerpent, I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy : Fix thy foot. 
Mar, Let the firſt budger die the other's llave, 
And the gods doom him after! 
Auf. If I fly, Marcius, 
Tlalloo me like a hare. 
Mar. Within theſe three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleas'd : *Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou ſeeſt me maſk'd; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the bigheſt. 


Au fe Wert thou the Hector, 
That 
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That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſcape me here.— 
Here they fight, and certain Volſces come to the 
Aid of Auriplus. Marciys fights till 
they be driven in breathleſs. 
Officious, and not valiant !—you have ſham'd me 
In your condemned ſeconds. [ Exeunt fighting, 


m—_ 
—— 


SEN E IX. 


The Roman Camp. Flouriſb. Alarum. A Retreat i; 
founded, Enter at one Dor, Couixius, with the 


Romans; at another Door, MARC1us, with his Arm 
in a Scarf, Ic, 


Cam. If I ſhould tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but Pl! report it, 
Where ſenators ſhall mingle tears with ſmiles ; 

Where great patricians ſhall attend, and ſhrug, 

DP the end, admire; where ladies ſhall be frighted, 

And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull tribunes, 
That, with the fuſty plebcians, hate thine honours, 
Shall ſay, againſt their hearts We thank the gods, 

Our Rome hath ſuch a ſoldier !— 

Yet cam'ſt thou to a morſel of this feaſt, 

Having fully din'd before. 


Enter Tirus LAxrius, with his Power, from tha 
Purſuit. 


Lart. O general, 
Here is the ſteed, we the capariſons ! 
Had'ſt thou beheld— 
Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me. 
I have done as you have done; that's, what I can: 
Induc'd, as you have been ; that's for my country : 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 
1 Cam. 
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Com. Y ou ſhall not be 
The grave of your deſerving; Rome muſt know 
The value of her own : *twere a concealment 
Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, 

To hide your doings ; and to ſilence that, 

Which, to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt : Therefore, I beſeech you 
(In ſign of what you are, not to reward 

What you have done), before our army hear me. 

Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, aud they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remember'd. 

Com. Should they not, 

Well might they feſter gainſt ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death. Of all the horſes 
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ſtore), of all 
The treaſure, in the field achiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, at 
Your only choice, 
Mar. I thank you, general ; 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take 
A bribe, to pay my ſword : I do refuſe it; 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe 
That have beheld the doing. 
[A long Flouriſh. They all cry, Maxciws! Man- 
civs! caſt up their Caps and Lances: Cowl: 
NIUus, and LARTIVSs, fland bare. 

Mar. May theſe ſame inſtruments, which you profane, 
Never found more! When drums and trumpets (hall 
T' the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all the falſe, fac'd ſoothing! When ſteel grows 
Soft as the paraſite's ſilk, let him be made 
A coverture for the wars! No more, I ſay; 

For that I have not waſh'd my noſe that bled, 

Or foil'd ſome debile wretch— which, without note, 
Here's many elſe have done—you ſhout me forth 

In acclamations hyperbolical ;- - 

As if I lov'd my little ſhould be dieted 

In praiſes ſauc'd with lies. 

| Com. Too modeſt are you ; 


More cruel to your good report, than grateful 


To 


coRloLAN US. 


To us that give you truly: by your patience, 
If 'gainſt yourſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles, 
Then reaſon ſafely with you. — Therefore, be it known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Cains Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which, 
My noble ſteed, known to the camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time, 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 5 
With all the applauſe and clamour of the hoſt, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus.— | | 
Bear the addition nobly ever! 
Flouriſb. Trumpets ſound, and Drums. 
Omnnes, Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 
Cor. I will go waſh; 
And when my face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh, or no: Howbeit, I thank you ;— 
I mean to ſtride your fteed; and, at all times, 
To undercreſt your good addition, 
To the fairneſs of my power. 
Com. So, to our tent : 
Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſs. — You, Titus Lartius, 
Muit to Corioli back: ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Lert. I ſhall, my lord. | | 
Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that now 
Refus'd moſt princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 
Com. Take it: 'tis your's.— What is't? 
Cor. I ſometime lay, here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's houſe ; he us'd me kindly : 
He cry'd to me; I ſaw him priſoner ; 
But when Aufidius was within my view, 
And wrath o*erwhelm'd my pity : I requeſt you 
To give my poor hoſt freedom. 
Com. O, well begg'd! 
Were he the butcher of my ſon, he ſhould 
Be free, as the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Marcius, his name? : 
G2 Cor. 
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Cer. By Jupiter, forgot :— 
I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd.— 
Have we no wine here ? 

Cam. Go we to our tent: 
The blood upon your viſage dries ; 'tis time 
It ſhould be look'd to: come. | [ Exeunt, 


ht r 
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SCENE X. 


The Camp of the Volſces. A Fiouriſb. Cornets. Enter 
TulLus AvFipivs Sy, with two ar three Soldiers. 


Auf. The town is ta'en ! 
Sol. Twill be deliver'd back on good condition. 
Auf. Condition! 
T would, I were a Roman; for 1 cannot, 
Being a Volſce, be thai I am. — Condition! 
What good condition can a treaty find 
T' the part that is at mercy? Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee ; ſo often haſt thou beat me; 
And world'ſt do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
As often as we eat,——By the elements, 
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 
He is mine, or I am his: Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had; for where 
I thought to cruſh him in an equal force, 
True {word to ſword, Vil potch at him ſome way; 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 
Sol. He's the devil. | 
Auf. Bolder, though not ſo ſubtle : My valour's 
poiſcn'd, 
With only ſuffering tain by bim; for him ; 
Shall fly out of itſelf : nor ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, fick; nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embatquements all of fury, ſhall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and cuſtom gainſt 
My hate to Marcius : where 1 find him, where it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Againſt the hoſ. pitable « canon, would I 
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Waſh my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city; 
Learn, how 'tis held; and what they are, that muſt 
Be hoſtages for Rome. 
Sol. Will not you go? 
Auf. I am attended at the cypreſs-grove : 
I pray you 
('Tis ſouth the city mills), bring me word thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
I may ſpur on my journey. 
Sol. I ſhall, fir. [ Exeunt, 


D 


40TH 8er. 
Rome, Enter MENEN1vs, with SieINIus and Bxurvus. 


Menenius. 


* augurer tells me, we ſhall have news to night, 
Bru, Good, or bad ? 
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Marcius. 
Sic. Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 
Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love? 
Sic. The lamb, 


Men. Ay, to devour him; as the hungry plebeians 


would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb indeed, that bas like a bear, 

Men, He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men; tell me one th. ng that I ſhall aſk 
you. 

Bath. Well, ſir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two 
have not in abundance ? 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor'd with all 

Sic. Eſpecially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boaſting. 

Men, This is ſtrange now: Do you two know how you 
are cenſur'd here in the city, I mean of us o' the right 
hand file? Do you? 

Bru. Why, how are we cenſur'd? _ 

„ : Men. 
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Mn, Becauſe you talk of pride now—Will you not b: 
angry? 

Both. Well, well, ſir, well. 

Men. Why, *tis no great matter; for a very little thief 
of occaſion will rob you of a great deal of patience ; give 
your diſpoſitions the reins, and be angry at your pleaſures; 
at the leaſt, if you take it as a pleaſure to you, in being ſo. 
You blame Marcius for being proud? 

Bru. We do it not alone, ſir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone; for your 
helps are many; or elſe your actions would grow wond- 
rous ſingle : your abilities are too infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of pride: Oh, that you could 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, and 
make but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves ! O, that 
you could! 

Bru, What then, fir ? 

Men. Why, then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates (alias, fools), 
as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humourous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allaying 
Tiber in't: ſaid to be ſomething imperfe&, in favouring 
the firſt complaint; haſty, and tinder-like, upon too tri- 
vial motion: one that converſes more with the buttock of 
the night, than with the forchead of the morning. What 
T think, I utter; and ſpend my walice in my breath: 
Meeting too ſuch weals-men as you are (I cannot call you 
Ly. urguifes), if the drink you give me, touch my palite 
adveriely, I make a crooked face at it. I can't ſay, your 
wor ſhips have deliver'd the matter well, when I find the 
aſs in compound with the major part of your ſyllables: 
and though I muſt be content to bear with thoſe that {ay 
you are reverend grave men; yet they lie deadly, that teil 
you you have good faces. If you ſee this in the map ot 
my microcoſm, follows it, that I am known well enough 
too? What harm can your biſſon conſpectuities glean out 
of this character, if 1 be known well enough too ? 

Bru. Come, fir, come, we know well enough. 


Aen. You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any thing. 
10 
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You are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and legs: you 
wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in hearing a cauſe 
between an orange wife and a foſſet - ſeller; and then re- 
journ the controverſy of three-pence to a ſecond day of 
audience. When you are hearing a matter between party 
and party, if you chance to be pinch'd with the cholic, 
you make faces like mummers; ſet up the bloody flag 
againſt all patience, and, in roaring for a chamber pot, 
diſmiſs the controverſy bleeding, the more entangled by 
your hearing: all the peace you make in their cauſe, is, 
calling both the parties knaves : You are a pair of ſtrange 
ones. | 

Bru. Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
perfefter giber for the table, than a neceſlary bencher in 
the Capitol, 

Men. Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſubjects as you are. When 
you ſpeak beſt unto the pur poſe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your beards; and your beards deſerve not ſo ho- 
nourable a grave, as to ſtuff a botcher's cuſhion, or to be 
entomb'd in an aſs's pack-ſaddle. Let you mult be ſay- 
ing, Marcius is proud; Who, in a cheap eſtimation, is 
worth all your predeceſſors, ſince Deucalion; though, 
peradventure, ſome of the beſt of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good-e'en to your worſhips: more of your 
converſation would infect my brain, being the herdſmen 


of the beaſtly plebeians: I will be bold to take my leave 
of you. 


Enter VOoLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, and VALERIA. 


How now, my fair as noble ladies (and the moon, were 
ſhe carthly, no nobler), whither do you follow your cyes 
ſo faſt ? | 
Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius approaches; 
for the love of Juno, let's go. | 
Men. Ha! Marcius coming home? 
Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with molt proſperous 
approbation. | = | 
Men. lake my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee ;—- 
Hoo! Marcius coming home! h 
Both. Nay, tis true. 
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Fel. Look, here's a letter from him; the ſtate hath 
another, his wife another; and, I think, there's one at 
1 for you. a 

len. 1 will make my very houſe reel to-night !— 
A ſetter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you; I ſaw it. 

Men. A letier for me? It gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
years health; in which time, I will make a lip at the phy- 
ſician 2: the molt ſovereign preſcription in Galen is but 
empiric, and, to this preſervative, of no better report than 
a horſe-drench. Is he not wounded? he was wont to 
come home wounded, 

Vir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much: — Brings x 
victory in his pocket? — The wounds become him. 


Fol. On's brows, Menenius; he comes the third time 


home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he diſciplin'd Aufidius ſoundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes—they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

Men. And *twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that: an he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been ſo 
Fidius'd for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's 
in them, Is the ſenate poſleſs*d of this! 2 

Hol. Good ladies, let's go: — es, yes, yes : the ſenate 
has letters from the general, wherein he gives my fon the 
whole name of the war: he hath in this action outdone 
his former deeds doubly, 

Pal. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant You, and not without 
his true purchaſing. 

Vir. he gods grant them true! 

Fol. True! pow, wow. 

Menu. True! I'll be ſworn they are true: Where is 


he wounded ? - God ſave your good worſhips! [To the 


Tribunes.] Marcius is coming home: he has more cauſe to 
be proud — Where is he wounded ? 


Vol. T'the ſhoulder, and i'the left arm: There will he | 


large cicatrices to ſnew the people, when he ſhall ang 
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for his place. He receiv'd in the repulſe of Tarquin, 
ſeven hurts i'the body. 

Men. One i'the neck, and one too i'the thigh ;—— 
There's nine that I know. | 

Vol. He had, before this laſt expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. | 

Men. Now 'tis twenty-ſeven : every gaſh was an ene- 
my's grave: Hark, the trumpets ! 

[A Shout, and Flouriſh. 

Jol. Theſe are the uſhers of Marcius : before him he 
carries noiſe, and behind him he leaves tears; 
Death, that dark ſpirit, in's nervy army doth lie; 
Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men die, 


A Sennet, Trumpets ſound, Enter Comnivs the Gene- 
ral, and Titus LARTIUS; between them, Contor a- 


Nus, crewn'd with an Oaken Garland; with Captains 
and Soldiers, and a Herald. 


Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli' gates: where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; theſe 
In honour follows, Coriolanus : — 
Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanus! 
Sound. Flouriſb. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanus! 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 
Cam. Look, fir, your mother 
Cor. O 
You have, I know, petition'd all the gods 
For my proſperity. | | [ Kneels. 
Vol. Nay, my good ſoldier, up; 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly nam'd, 
What is it? Coriolanus, muſt I call thee ? 
But O, thy wife 
Cor. My gracious ſilence, hail! 
Would'ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee me triumph? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons. 
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Men. Now the gods crown thee ! 
Cor. And live you yet? — O my ſweet lady, pardon, 
| [To VALERIA. 
Fol. I know not where to turn :—O welcome home! 
And welcome, general !—And you are welcome all! 
Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes : I could weep, 
And I could laugh; Iam light, and heavy. Welcome: 
A curſe begin at very root of's heart, 
That is not glad to fee thee !—You are three, 
That Rome ſhould doat on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have ſome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliſh, Yet welcome, warriors 
We call a nettle, but a nettle; and 
The faults of fools, but folly, 
Com, Ever right. 
Cor Menenius, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and your's: 
Zo his Wife, and Mother. 
Fre in our own houſe I do ſhade my head, 
The good patricians mult be vitited ; 
From whom J have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But with them change of honours, 
Hol. I have liv'd 
Jo ſee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And the buildings oi my fancy: 
Only there's one thing wanting, which I doubt not, 
But our Rome will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good mother, 
I had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs. 


Com. On, to the Capitol. LFlouriſb. Cornets. 
[ Exeunt in State, as before. 


BrUTUs and Sieixius come forward. 


Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him: Your pratling nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While ſhe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeſt lockram *bout her reechy neck, | 
Clambering the walls to eye him: Stalls, bulks, _—_ 
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Are ſmother d up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
Tn earneſtneſs to ſee him: ſeld-hown flamens 
Do preſs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ſtation : our veiPd dames 
Commit the war of white and damaſk, in 
Their nicely gawded cheeks, to the wanton ſpoil 
Of Phcebus' burning kiſſes : ſuch a pother, 
As if that whatſoever god, who leads him, 
Were lily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture, 

Sic. On the ſudden, 
] warrant him conſul. 

Bru. Then our office may, 
During his power, go ſleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately tranſport his honours 
From where he ſhould begin, and end; but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 

Bru. In that there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, 

The commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they, 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honours ; which 
That he will give them, make I as little queſtion 
As he is proud to do't. 
' Bru. I heard him ſwear, 
Were he to ſtand for conſul, never would he 
Appear i' the market—place, nor on him put 
The napleſs veſture of humility ; 
Nor, ſhewing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their ſtinking breaths, 
. 
Bru, It was his word: O, he would miſs it, rather 


Than carry it, but by the ſuit o'the gentry to him, 


And the deſire of the nobles. 

Sic. I] wiſh no better, 
Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 
In execution. | 
Bru. Tis moſt like, he will. | 
Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our good will's, 
A ſure deſtruction. : 
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Bru. So it muſt fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We mult ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred 
He ſtill hath held them; that, to his power, he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 
In human action and capacity, 
Of no more ſou}. nor fitneſs for the world, 
Than camels in their war; who have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and fore blows 
For ſinking under them. | 
Sic. This, as you fay, ſuggeſted 
At ſome time when his ſoaring inſolence 
Shall reach the people (which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upon't; and that's as eaſy, 
As to fer dogs on ſhcep), will be the fire 
To kindle their dry ſtubble; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter a UAA. enger. 


Bru. What's the matter? 

Meſ. Yor are ſent for to the Capitol. ' Tis thought, 
That Marcius ſhall be conſul: J have ſeen 
The dumb men throng to {ee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak : Matrons flung gloves, 


Ladies and maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs, 


Upon him as he paſs'd : the nobles bended, 
As to Jove's {tatue; and the commons made 
A ſhower, and thunder, with their caps, and ſhouts : 
I never ſaw the like. 
Bru. Let's to the Capitol ; 
And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
But hearts for the event. | 
Sic. Have with you. [Exenr?. 


_—_— 
a aw 


— 


e 
The Capitol. Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſbions. 


1 OF. Come, come, they are almoſt here: How man) 
ſtand tor coaluiſhips ? 
2 Off 


CORIOLANUs. 


2 Off. Three, they ſay: but 'tis thought of every one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off. That's a brave fellow ; but he's vengeance proud, 
and loves not the common people. / 

2 Off: *Faith, there have been many great men that have 
fatter d the people, who ne'er lov'd them; and there be 
many that they have lov'd, they know not wherefore: ſo 
that, if they love they know not why, they hate upon no 
better a ground: Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he has in their diſpoſition ; and, out of his 
noble careleſſneſs, lets them plainly ſee't.. 

1 Off: If he did not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he wav'd indifterently *twixt doing them neither good, 
nor harm; but he ſeeks their hate with greater devotion 
than they can render it him; and leaves nothing undone, 
that may fully diſcover him their oppoſite. Now, to ſeem 
to affect the malice and diſpleaſure of the people, is as bad 
as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them for their love. 


2 Off He hath deſerved worthily of his country : And 


his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſy degrees 25 thoſe, who have 
been ſupple and courteous to the people; bonnetted, with- 
out any further deed to heave them at all into their eſti- 
mation and report: but he hath fo planted his honours in 
their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, that for their 
tongues to be ſilent, and not confeſs ſo much, were a kind 
of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwiſe, were a malice, 
that, giving itſelf the lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke 
from every ear that heard it. 

1 Of: No more of him; he is a worthy man: Make 
way—they are coming. 


A Sennet, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the 
People, Liftors before them; CORIOL ANUs, MENE= 
NIUs, Con N us the Conſul: Sicln1Us and BRUTUS, 
as Tribunes, take their places by themſelves. 


Men. Having determin'd of the Valſces, and 
To ſend for Titus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratify his noble ſervice, that 
Hath thus ſtood for his country: Therefore, pleaſe you, 
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Moſt reverend and grave elders, to deſire 
The preſent conſul, and laſt general 
In our well-found ſucceſſes, to report 


A little of that worthy work perform'd 


By Caius Marcius Coriolanus; whom | 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himſelf. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius: 
Leave nothing out for length; and make us think, 
Rather our ſtate's defective for requital, 
Than we to ſtretch it out, —Maſters o' the people, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt ear; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 


To yield what paſſes here. 


Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleaſing treaty; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our aſſembly, 

Bru. Which the rather 
We ſhall be bleſt to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hercto priz'd them at. 

Men. That's off, that's off; 


I wonld you rather had been ſilent: Pleaſe you 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? 


Bru. Moſt willingly : 
But yet my cavtion was more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people ; 
But tie him not to be their bed-fellow.— 
Worthy Cominius, ſpeak. —Nay, keep your place. 

| [ CORIOLANwus riſes, and offers to go away 

1 Len. Sir, Coriolanus ; never ſhame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours? pardon ; 
T had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear ſay how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope, | 
My words diſbench'd you not ? 

Cor. No, fir: yet oft, 3 
When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
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You ſooth'd not, therefore hurt not : But, your people, 
1 love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, fit down. 

Cor. J had rather have one ſcratch my head i'the ſun 
When the alarum were ſtruck, than idly ſit | 
To hear my nothings monſter'd. [Exit Cor. 

Men. Maſters o'the people, 

Your multiplying tpawn how can he flitter 

{That's thouſand to one good one), when you now ſee, 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 

Than one of his cars to hear it ?—Proceed, Cominius, 

Com. I ſhall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly.— It is held, 

That valour if the chiefeſt virtue, and 

Moſt dignifies the haver: it it be, 

The man I ſpeak of cannot in the world 

Be ſingly counterpois'd. At fxteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, faw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 

The briſtled lips before him: he beſtrid 

An o'er-preſt Roman, and i' the conſul's view 
Slew three oppoſers ; Tarquin's felf he met, 

And ſtruck him on his knee: in that day's feats, 
When he might a& the woman in the ſcene, 

He prov'd beſt man i' the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like-a lea ; 

And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, 

He lurch'd all ſwords d' the garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me ſay, | 
I cannot ſpeak him home: He ſtopt the fliers; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into ſport: as waves before 

A veſſel under fail, ſo men obey'd, 

And fell below his ſtem : his {word (death's ſtamp) 
Where it did mark, it took; from face to foot 

He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' the city, which he painted 
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With ſhunleſs deſtiny; aidleſs came off, 
And with a ſudden re-inforcement ſtruck 


Corioli, like a planet: Now all's his : 1 
When by and bye the din of war ' gan pierce pra 
His ready ſenſe: then ſtraight his doubled ſpirit | Tal 
Re-quicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, | | Yo 
And to the battle came he; where he did 1 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if | Th: 
»Twere a perpetual ſpoil: and, till we call'd BY 
Both field and city ours, he never ſtood 1 
To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 1 
Men. Worthy man! | ge 

1 Sen, He cannot but with meaſure fit the honorrs As! 
Which we deviſe him. oft 
Cam. Our ſpoils he kick'd at; tf 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were EF We 
The common muck of the world: he covets leſs Our 


Than miſery itſelf would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To ſpend his time, to end it. 

Men. He's right noble; 
Let him be call'd for. 

1 Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

OF: He doth appear. 


Re-enter Cox IO ANUS. 


Men. The ſenate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd Sho 
To make thee conſul. | 15 
Cor. ] do owe them ſtill Oke 


My life, and ſervices. 

Men, 1t then remains, 
That you do ſpeak to the people. 

Cor. I do beſeech you, 
Let me o'er-leap that cuſtom; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' ſake, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds? ſake, to give their ſuffrage: pleaſe you, 
That I may paſs this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people 
Muſt have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 


Nen. 
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Men, Put them not to't : 
Pray you, go fit you to the cuſtom ; and 
Take to you, as your predeceſſors have, 
Your honour with your form. 
Gor. It is a part 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
he taken from the people. | 

Bru. Mark you that ? 

Cor. To brag unto them Thus I did, and thus! 
Shew them the unaching ſcars, which I ſhould hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their breath only. 
Men. Do not ſtand upon't. 
We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 
| Our purpoſe to them and to our noble conſul 
| Wiſh we all joy and honour. 
bien. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

LFlouriſb Cornets, Then Exeunt. 


Manent SicIN1iUs, and BRUTU s; 


Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the people. 
Sic. _ they perceive his intent! He will require 
them, 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted 
Should be in them to give. 
Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here: on the market- place, 
know, they do attend us. ; [ Exeunt, 


= [EEE 
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SCENE. III. 
The Forum, Enter ſeven or eight Citizens, 
© 1C. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought not 
to deny him. | 
2 Gt, We may, ſir, if we will. 


© 3CGit. We have power in ourſelves to do it, but it is a 
power that we have no power to do: for if he ſhew us his 


to thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them; ſo, if he tells us 


— 


Vounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our tongues 
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40 CORIOL ANUS, 


his noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him our noble accep- 
tance of them, Ingratitude is monſtrous: and for the 
multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a monſter of the 
multitude; of the which, we being members, ſhould bring 
ourſelves to be monſtrous members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ſerve: for once, when we ſtood up about the 
corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us—the many-headed 
multitude, 

3 Cit. We have been call'd ſo of many; not that our 
heads are ſome brown, ſome black, ſome auburn, ſome 
bald, but that our wits are ſo diverſely colour'd: and 
truly, I think, if all our wits were to iſſue out of one 
ſcull, they would fly eaſt, weſt, north, ſouth; and 
their conſent of one direct way ſhould be at once to al 
the points o'the compaſs. # 

2 Cit. Think you ſo? Which way, do you judge, my 
wit would fly ? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not ſo ſoon out as another 
man's will, *tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a blockhead ; but! 
it were at liberty, 'twould, ſure, ſouthward. 

2 Cit, Why that way? 

3 Cit. To loſe itfelf in a fog ; where being three part: 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would retuc 
for conſcience ſake, to help to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks: — Tou maj, 


you may. 


3 Ct. Are you all reſolv'd to give your voices? But 1 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I ſay, it it 
would incline to the people, there was never a worihis h 


man. 
Enter CoklolANus, and MENENIUS: 1 
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility; mark h. 
behaviour. We are not to ſtay all together, but to con: 
by him where he {tands, by ones, by twos, and by threes, 
He's to make his requeſts by particulars; wherein ev 
one of us has a ſingle honour in giving him. our own voce 
with our own tongues: therefore follow me, and PH dire 
you how you ſhall go by him. 
Al. Content, content 
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To think upon you. 


Lou know the cauſe, firs, of my ſtanding here. 


F 
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Men. O fir, you are not right; Have you not known * 
The vorthieſt men have don*« ? * 
Cor. What muſt I ſay ?— 
I pray, fir Plague upon't! I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace: — Look, Ar 3—my wounds; — 
I got them in my country's ſervice, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noiſe ot our own drums. 
Men, O me, the pods ! 
You mult not ſpeak of that; you muſt deſire them 


Gor. Think upon me? Hang 'em! 
I would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines loſe by *em. - 

Men. You'll mar all ; 
I'll leave you: Pray you, ſpeak to *em, I pray you, 
In wholeſome manner. 


Citizens approach. 


Cor. Bid them waſh their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean.—So, here comes a brace. 


1 Cit. We do, fir; tell us what hath brought you to't. 

Cr. Mine own deſert. 

2 Cit. Your own deſert ! 

Ger, Ay, not mine own deſire. 

I Git, How! not your own deſire? 

Cr. No, (ir : Twas never my deſire yet 
To trouble the poor with begging. 

1 Cit, You mult think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o' the conſulſhip? ; 

I Git, The price is, to alk it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly! 
Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds to ſhew you, 
Which ſhall be your's in private. Vour good voice, ſir; 
What ſay you? 

Bath 2 You ſhall have it, worthy ſir. 

Cor. A match, ſir: — There's in all two worthy voices 

begg'd :— 

I have your alms; adieu. 


D 3 | 1 Git; 
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1 Cit. But this is ſomething odd. 
2 Cit, An 'twere to give again—But 'tis no matter. 


[ Excun, 
Enter two other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune of 
your voices, that I may be conſul, I have here the cuſ. 
tomary gown. 

1 Cit. You have deſerv'd nobly of your country, and 
you have not deſerv'd nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma ? 

1 Git, You have been a ſcourge to her enemies, you 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed, 
loved the common people. 

Cor. You ſhould account me the more virtuous, that 
J have not been common in my love. I will, fir, flatter 
my {worn brother the people, to earn a dearer eſtimation 
of them; 'tis a condition they account gentle: and ſince 
the wiſdom of their choice is rather to have my hat than 
my heart, I will practiſe the inſinuating nod, and be off 
to them moſt counterfeitly; that is, fir, I will counterfeit 
the bewitchment of ſome popular man, and give it bounti- 
fully to the defirers. Therefore, beſeech you, I may be 
conſul. 

2 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and therefore 
give you our voices heartily. 

1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 
yr. I will not ſeal your knowledge with ſhewing them. 
I will make much of your voices, and ſo trouble you no 
further. 

Both. The gods give you joy, fir, heartily ! [Ex e. 

Cor. Moſt iweet voices !— 

Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, 

Than crave the hire which firſt we do deſerve, 

Why in this woolviſh gown ſhould I ſtand here, 

To beg of Hob, and Dick, that does appear, 

Their needleſs vouches ? Cuſtom calls me to't :— 
What cuſtom wills, in all things ſhould we do't, 
The duſt on antique time would lie unſwept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 8 

| | or 
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For truth to over-peer.—Rather than fool it ſo, 
Let the high office and the honour go 

To one that would do thus.—1I am half through; 
The one part ſuffer'd, the other will I do. 


Enter three Citizens more, 


Here comes more voices. 
Your voices: for your voices I have fought ; 
Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, beat 
Of wounds too dozen odd]; battles thrice ſix 
I have ſeen, and heard of; for your voices, have 
Done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more: your voices: 
Indeed, I would be conſul, | 

1 (it. He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeſt man's voice. | 

2 Cit. Therefore let him be conſul : The gods give him 
joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

All. Amen, amen !—God fave thee, noble conſul. 


[ Exeunt. 
Cor. Worthy voices ! 


Enter MENENIUs, with BRUTUs and S1CINI1US. 


Men. You have ſtood your limitation; and the tribunes 
Endue you with the people's voice : Remains, | 
That, in the official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the ſenate, 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The cuſtom of requeſt you have diſcharg'd: 

The people do admit you; and are ſummon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where? at the ſenate- houſe ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 

Cor. May I change theſe garments ? 

Sic. You may, fir, | 

Cor, That I'll ſtraight do; and knowing myſelf again, 
Repair to the ſenate-houſe. 

Men, I'll keep you company — Will you along? 

Bru, We ſtay here for the people. 


Sic, Fare you well.  [Exeunt Cor, and MEN. 


He has it now; and by his looks, methiaks, 
Tis warm at his heart. - 


D 4 | Bru, 


Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds: Will you diſmiſs the people ? 


Re-enter Citizens. 


Sic. How now, my maſlers? have you choſe this maa ? 

1 Cit, He has our voices, fir. | | 

Bru. We pray the gods, he may deſerve your loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, fir: To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd vs, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, be flouted us downright. 


1 Cit, No, tis his kind of fpcech—he did not mock us. 


2 Cit. Not one amongſt us, ſave yourſelf, but ſays, 
He us'd us ſcornfully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for his country. 
Sic. Why, fo be did, I am ſure. 
All. No, no man ſaw 'em. 
3 Git. He ſaid, he had wounds, which he could ſhew 
in private; 
And wich his hat, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
I would be conſul ſays he: aged cuſtom, 
But by your voices, with wil! not ſo permit me 
Hur voices therefore; When we granted that, 
Here was—/ thank you. for your voices —thanſ you— 
Tour moſt ſibeet voices: not you have leſt your voices, 
[ have nothing further with you :— Was not this mockery ! 
Sic Why, either, were you ignorant to ſee't? 
Or, ſeeing it, of ſuch cbildiſh friendlineſs 
To yi 1d your voices? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were lefſon'd—When he had no power, 
Bat was a petty ſervant to the ſtate, 
He was your enemy; ever ſpake againſt 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I' the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and fway o' the ſtate, 
It he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt foe to the plcbeii, your voices might 
Be curſes to yourſelves : You ſhovld have aid, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than whar he ſtood for; fo his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
EN N Tranſlate 
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Tranſlate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord, 

Sic. Thus to have ſaid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit, 
And try'd h. inc tin ition; from him plu-k'd 
Either his gracious promiſe, which you might, 
As cauſe had call's yon up, have held him to; 
Or elſe it would have gall'd his ſurly nature, 
Which eaſily «oda-es not article, 
Tying him to aught; ſo, gutting him to rage, 
You ſhou!d have ta'en s advantage ot his choler, 
And paſs* him ur lected. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did {olicit 50% in free contempt, 
When he did nced your loves; and do you think, 
This his conterapt ſhall not be bruiting to you, 
When he hath power to cruſh ? Why, had your bodics 
No heart among you Or had you tongues, to cry 


Againſt the rectorſhip of judgmeat ? 


Sic. Have you, 
Ere now, degy'd the aſker? and, now again, 
On him, that did not atk, but mock, beſtow 
Your ſu'd ſor tongues ? | 
Cit, He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. Aud will deny him : | 
Il have five hundred voices of that found. | 
1 Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 
em. | | 
. Bru, Get you hence inſtantly ; and tell thoſe friends — 
They have choſe a conſul, that will from them take 


Their liberties; make them of no more voice 


Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As theretore kept to do ſo, e 

Sic. Let them aſſemble; | 
And, on a ſafer judgment, all revok 
Your ignorant election: Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you: beſides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his ſuic he ſcorn'd you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you | 
The apprehenſion of his preſent portance, : 

| | Which 
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Repent in their election. 
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Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 
Bru. Lay 
A fault on us, your tribunes ; ; that we labour'd 
(No impediment between), but that you muſt 
Caſt your clection on him. 
Sic. Say, you chofe him 
More after our commandment, than as guided 
By your own true affections: and that, your minds 
Pre-occupy'd with what you rather muſt do, 
Than what you ſhould, made you againſt the grain 
To voice him conſul: Lay the fault on us. 
Bru. Ay, ſpare us not. Say, we read lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his country, 
How long continued : and what ſtock he ſprings of, 


CORIOLANUS»s 


1. 


-. Ia noble houſe o' the Marcians; from whence came 


That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter? s ſon, 
Who, after great Hoſtilius, here was king : 
Of the ſame houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt water brought my conduits hither 3 
And Cenſorinus, darling of the people, 
And nobly nam'd ſo, twice being cenſor, 
Was his great anceſtor, 
Sic. One thus defcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought 
To be let high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
'T hat he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your ſudden approbation, 
Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't, 
(Harp on that (til!) but by our putting on: 
And preſently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol, 
All. We will ſo: almoſt all 
[ Exeunt Citizens, 
Bru. Let them go on; 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ſtay, paſt doubt, for preater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
Wich their refuſal, both oblerve and anſwer 


The 
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The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. To the Capitol, come; 
We will be there before the ſtream o' the people; 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly *tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Excunt. 
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A Street. Cornets. Enter Coxliol Axus, MENENIUs, 
ComiNnlvs, Titus LarTivs, and other Senators. 


Coriolanus. 


1 Aufidius then had made new head? 
Lart. He had, my lord; and that it was, which caus'd 
Our ſwifter compolition. | 
Cor. So then the Volſces ſtand but as at firſt ; 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 
Com. They are worn, lord conſul, ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages fee 
Their banners wave again. | 
Cor, Saw you Aufidius ? N 
Lart. On ſafeguard he came to me; and did curſe 
Againſt the Volſces, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the town: he is retir'd to Antium. 
Cor. Spoke he of me ? 
Lart, He did, my lord. 
Cor, How? what? | 
Lart. How often he had met you, ſword to ſword : 
T bat, of all things upon the earth, he hated 
Your perſon moſt : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeleſs reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your vanquiſher. 
Cor. At Antium lives he? 
Lart. At Antium. 
Cor. I wiſh I had a cauſe to ſeek him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. — Welcome home. 
7 _ [To LARTIVUsõ. 


Enter 
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Enter Sicinivs, and BrRUTUS, 


Behold ! theſe are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o' the common mouth. I do deſpiſe them 
For they do prank them in authority, 

Againſt all noble ſuffcrance. 

Sic. Pals no further, 

Cor. Ha! what is that? 

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on: no further, 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter? 7 

Cm Hath he not paſs'd the nobles, and the commons: 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voices? 

Sen. Tribunes, give way; he ſhall to the market- 

place. 

Bru. The people are incens'd againſt him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 
Cor. Are theſe your herd ?— 
Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ftraight diſclaim their tongues ?—What are your 
offices? 
Yeu being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth? 
Have you not ſet them on? | 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : — 
Suffer*c, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bru, Call't not a plot : 

The people cry, you mock'd them; and, of late, 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd ; 
Scandal'd the ſuppliants for the people; call'd them 
Time plcaſers, flatterers, foes to nobleneſs. 

Cor, Why, this was known before. 

Bru, Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform'd them ſince ? 

Bru. How ! I inform them! _ 

C:r You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. 

Bru. Not ualike, 

Each way, to better your's. 


Cor. 


Cor. Why then ſhould I be conſul ? By yon clouds, 
Let me deſerve ſo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic. You ſhew too much of that, 

For which the people ſtir : If you will paſs 
To where you are bound, you muſt inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit ; 

Or never be ſo noble as a conſul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let's be calm. 

Com. The people are abus'd :—Set on.—This palt'ring 
Becomes not Rome; nor has Coriolanus 
Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd rub, laid falſely 
I' the plain way of his merit. | 

Cor. Tell me of corn! 

This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak't again 

Men. Not now, not now. 

Sen. Not in this heat, ſir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will. —My nobler friends, 

I crave their pardons :— 

For the mutable, rank-ſcented many, let them 

Regard me as I do not flatter, and | 

Therein behold themſelves : I ſay again, 

In ſoothing them, we nouriſh *gainſt our ſenate 

The cockle of rebellioa, inſolence, ſedition, 

Which we ourſelves have plough'd for, ſow'd, and ſcat- 
ter'd, 

By mingling them with us, the honour'd number; 

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 

Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

Sen. No more words, we beſeech you. 

Cor. How! no more ? | 
As for my country I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force, ſo ſhall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againſt thoie meazles, 
Which we difdain ſhould tetter us, yet fought 
The very way to catch them. | 
Bru, You ſpeak o' the people, 
As if you were a god to puniſh, not 
A mau of their intirmity- ' 
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Sic. *Twere well, 
We let the people know't. 

Mon. What, what ? his choler? 

Cor. Choler! 

Were I as patient as the midnight FIN 
By Jove, *twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind 
That ſhall remain a poiſon where it is, 

Not poiſon any further. 

Cor. Shall remain! 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 
His abſolute Hall? 
Com. *T was from the canon. 
Cor. Shall ! 
O gods !—But moſt unwiſe patricians, why, 
You grave, but reckleſs ſenators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chooſe an officer, 
That with his peremptory ſhall, being but 
The horn and noiſe o' the monſters, wants not ſpirit 
To ſay, he'll turn your current in a ditch, 
And make your channel his? It he have power, 
Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned, 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 
Let them have cuſhions by you. You are plebeians, 
If they be ſenators : and they are no leſs, 
When, both your voices blended, the greateſt taſte 
Moſt palates theirs. They chooſe their magiſtrate z 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts his Hall, 
His popular Hall, againſt a graver bench 
Than ever frown'd in Greece! By Jove himſelf, 
It makes the conſuls baſe: and my ſoul akes, 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither ſupreme, how ſoon confuſion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. | . 

Com. Well—on to the market- place. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counſel, to give forth 
The corn o' the ſtore-houſe gratis, as 'twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece: 9 

Men. Well, well, no more of that 


Cor. 
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57 
Cor. (Though there the people had more abſolute 


power) 


1 ſay, they nouriſh'd diſobedience, fed 
The ruin of the ſtate. 
Bru. Why, ſhall the people give 
One, that ſpezks thus, their voice ? 
Cor. I'll give my reaſons, 


More worthier than their voices. They know, the corn 


Was not our recompence; reſting well aſſur'd 

They ne'er did ſervice for't : Being preſs'd to the war, 
Even when the navel of the (tate was touch'd, 

They would not thread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not deſerve corn gratis: Being i' the war, 

Their mutinies aud revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt valour, {poke not for them: The accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the ſcuate, 

All cauſe unborn, could never be the native 

Of cur ſo frank donation, Well, what then? 

How ſhall this boſom multiplied digeſt 

The ſenate's courteſy ? Let deeds cxpreſs 
What's like to be their words: — Ve did requeſt it; — 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 

They gave us our demands: H hus we debaſe 

'The nature of our feats, and make the rabble 

Call our cares, fears : which will in time break ope 


The locks o' the ſenate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles 


Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over- meaſure. 

Cor. No, take more: | 
What may be ſworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal !— This double worſhip— 
Where one part does diſdain with cauſe, the other 
Inſult without all reaſon; where gentry, title, wiſdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance—ir muſt omit 
Real neceſſities, and give way the while 
To unſtable lightneſs: purpoſe ſo barr'd, it follows, 


Nothing is done to purpoſe : Therefore, beſeech you— 
You that will be leſs fearful then diſcreet ; | | 


That love the fundamental part of fate, 


More 
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Take irom you ail your power. 
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More than you doubt the change of 't; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wiſh 
To jump a body with a dangerous phyſick, 
That's ſure of death without it at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The (weet which is their poifon : Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ſtate 
Of that integrity which ſhould become it; 
Not having power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth controul it. 

Bru, He has ſaid enough. 

Sic. He has ſpoken like a traitor, and mall anſwer 
As traitors do. | 

Cor. Thou wretch ! deſpight o'erwhelm thee !— 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : in a rebellion, 
When what's not mect, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen ; ; in a better hour, 
Let what is mect, be aid; it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power i' the duſt. 

Brie. Manifeſt treaſon. 

Sic. This a conſul? no. 

Bru, The ædiles, ho!—Let bim be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people: [Exit BxuTvs.] in whoſz 

name, myſelt 

Attach thee, as a traiterous innovator, 
A foe to the publick weal : Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer, 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 

All. We'll ſurety him. 

Cam ged ſir, hands off, 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall hake he bones 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help me, citizens, 


Re-enter BRurus, with a Rablle of Citizens, with the 
Aiailes. 


Men. On both ſides mare reſpect. 
Sic. Here's he, that would 


Bru, Seize him, ædiles. 

All. Down with him, down with bim! 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 
| [They all buſtle about Copiolanus, 

Tribunes, patricians, citizens I- What ho! 

Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 1 
All, Peace, peace, peace! ſtay, hold, peace! 1 
Men. What is about to be? I am out of breath; [1 

Confuſion's near; I cannot ſpeak :—You, tribunes 

To the people—Coriolanus, patience:— 

Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people; Peace. 
All, Let's hear our tribune : Peace. Speak, ſpeak, 
> ek | 

Sic. You are at point to loſe your likerties : | 

Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius, ll 

Whom late you nam'd tor conſul. | 

Men. Fie, fie, fie! | | 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people: 

Au. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru, By the conſent of all, we are eſtabliſh'd 

The people's magiſtrates. 

All. You fo remain. 
Men. And ſo are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 

To bring the roof to the foundation ; 

And bury all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 

In heapes and piles of ruin. 1 
Sic. This deſerves death. | | 

 Þru. Or let us ſtand to our authority, i 

Or let us loſe it: We do here pronounce, 1 

Upon the part o' the people, in whoſe power «| 

We were elected theirs, Marctus is worthy | 

Of preſent death. | | 

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him; | 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 


g ” 


Into deſtruction caſt him. 
Bru, Adiles, ſeize him. 
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More than you doubt the change of 't ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wiſh 
To jump a body with a dangerous phyſick, 
That's ſure of death without it—at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The (weet which is their poiſon : Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ſtate 
Ot that integrity which ſhould become it; 
Not having power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth controub it. 

Bru, He has ſaid enough. 

Sic. He has ſpoken like a traitor, and mall anſwer 
As traitors do. | 

Cor. Thou wretch ! deſpight o'erwhelm thee !— 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : in a rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is me-t, be hs it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power i' the duſt. 

Brie. Manifeſt treaſon, 

Sic. This a conſul? no. 

Bru, The ædiles, ho! — Let bim be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people: [Exit BxuTvs.] in whoſe 

name, myſelt 

Attach thee, as a traiterous innovator, 
A foe to the publick weal : Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer, 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 

All We'll ſurety him. 

Cam geqd fir, hands off, 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall hake by bones 
Out ot thy garments. 

Sic. Help me, citizens. 


Re-enter BRuTus, with a Rablle of Citizens, with the 
AM alles. 


Men, On both ſides mare reſpect. 
Sic. Here's he, that would 
Take irom you all your power. 
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CORIOLANUS. | 53 
Bru, Seize him, ædiles. 
Al. Down with him, down with bim! 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons! | 
h [They all buſtle about CORIOLANUS, 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens !—-what ho! 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 
All, Peace, peace, peace! ſtay, hold, peace! 
Men. What is about to be? I am out of breath; 
Confuſion's near; I cannot ſpeak :—You, tribunes 
To the people—Coriolanus, patience:— 
Speak, good Sicinius. 
Sic. Hear me, people; Peace. 
All. Let's hear our tribune: Peace. Speak, ſpeak, 
_ ſpeak! 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your liherties : 
Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd tor conſul, 
Men. Fie, fie, fie! 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people ? 
All. True, 
The people are the city. 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we are eſtabliſh'd 
The people's magiſtrates. 
All. You ſo remain. 
Men. And ſo are like to do. 
Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation ; 
And bury all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 
In heapes and piles of ruin. 
Sic. This deſerves death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtand to our authority, 
Or let us loſe it: We do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o' the people, in whoſe power 
We were elected theirs, Marctus is worthy 
Of preſent death. mn 
Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him; 
Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from rhence 
Into deſtruction caſt him. wy 
Bru, Adiles, ſeize him. 
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_ Tas CORIOL ANUS, 


All. Yield Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word. 
Beſeech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

Adiles. Peace, peace 

Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your country's friend, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. 

Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways, 
That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poiſonous 
Where the diſeaſe is violent: Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him to the rock. 


[CORIOLANus draws his Sword, 
Cor. No; I'll die here. 


There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting; 


Come, try upon yourſelves what yon have ſeen me. 

Men. Down with that ſword ;— Tribunes, withdraw a 

while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him, 

Men. Help, Marcius ! help, 

You that be noble; help him, young and old ! 
All. Down with him, down with him! [ Exennt, 
In this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the Ædiles, and the 
People are beat in. 
Men. Go, get you to your houſe ; be gone, away, 
All will be naught elſe. 
2 Sen. Get you gone. 
Cor. Stand faſt ; 
We have as many friends as enemies. 
Men. Shall it be put to that? 
1 Sen. The gods forbid ! 
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houſe; 
Leave us to cure this cauſe. 

Men. For 'tis a ſore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourſelf ; Be gone, beſeech you. 

Com. Come, fir, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbarians (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd) ; not Romans (as they are not, 
Though calv'd the porch o'the Capitol). — Be gone. 

Men. Put not your worthy rage into your tongue; 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 


I could 
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I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myſelf 

Take up a brace of the beſt of them; yea, the two tri. 
bunes. | 

Com. But now tis odds beyond arithmetic; 

And manhood is call'd foolery, when it ſtands 

Againſt a falling fabrick.— Will you hence, 

Before the tag return? whoſe rage doth rend 

Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 

What they are us'd to bear, 

Men. Pray you, be gone: 

I'll try whether my old wit be in requeſt 

With thoſe that have but little z this muſt be patch'd 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt CORIOL ANUS, and COMIN1Us. 

1 Sen. 'This man has marr'd his fortune. 

Men, His nature is too noble for the world: 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's his mouth: 

What his breaſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent ; 

And, being angry, doth forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. | [4 Noiſe within. 

Here's goodly wor Kk! 

2 Sen, I would they were a- bed. 

Men. I would they were in Tiber !—— What, the ven- 
geance, 

Could he not ſpeak 'em fair? 
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Enter BRUTUsS, and SICINIUS, with the Rabble again. 
Sic. Where is this viper, 

That will depopulate the city, and 

Be every man himſelf ? 

Men. You worthy tribunes 

Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands; he hath reſiſted law, 

And therefore law ſhall ſcorn him further rial 
Than the ſeverity of public power, 

Which he ſo ſets at nought. 

1 Cit. He ſhall well know, 


The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 
E 2 And 
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| 

| And we their hands. 

| All. He ſhall ſure out. 
| Hen. Sir, ſi 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not cry, havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant, 
| Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 
Men. Hear me ſpeak: 
| As I do know the conſul's worthineſs, 
So can I name his faults ; 
Sic. Conſul I- what conſul ? 
Men. The conſul Coriolanus. 
| | Bru. He conſul ! 
All. No, no, no, no, no. 
| Men. If, by the tribunes* leave, and your's, good 
people, 

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 

The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much loſs of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then; 
For we are peremptory, to diſpatch 
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence, 
Were but one danger; and, to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore, it is decreed, 
He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Towards her deſerved children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own! 

Sic, He's a diſeaſe, that muſt be cut away. 

Men. O, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſy. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies? The blood he hath loſt 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an ounce), he dropp'd it for his country: 
And, what is left, to loſe it by his country, 

Were to us all, that do't, and ſuffer it, 
A brand to the end o' the world. 


Sic. 
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Sic. This is a clean kam. | 
Bru. Merely awry : When he did love his country, | 
It honour'd him, | | 
Men. The ſervice of the foot 
Being once gangren'd, is not then reſpected 
For what before it was ? 
Bru. We'll hear no more :— 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence ; 
Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread further. 
Men. One word more, one word, 
This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of uaſcann'd ſwiftneſs, will, too late, 
Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by proceſs ; 
Leſt parties (as he is beloved) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans, 
Bru, If it were ſo 
Sic. What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a taſte of his obedience ? 
Our ædiles {mote ! ourſelves reſiſted Come 
Men. Conſider this; — He hath been bred i' the wars 
Since he could draw a {word, and is ill ſchool'd 
In boulted language; meal and bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
Tl go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he ſhall anſwer, by a lawful torm 
(In peace), to his utmoſt peril, 
I Sen. Noble tribunes, 
It is the humane way : the other courſe 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. | 
Sic. Noble Menenius, 
Be you then as the people's officer ; — 
Maſters, lay down your weapons, 
Bru. Go not home. 
Sic. Meet on the market-place:—We'll attend you 
there: | 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. | 
Men. I'll bring him to you | 
E 3 | Let 
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58 CORIOL ANUS. 
Let me defire your company. [To the Senators.) He muſt 
come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
1 Sen. Pray you, let's to him. [ Exennt, 


— 
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SCENE IL 


CorioLANus's Houſe, Enter Cox lol anus, 


with 
Patricians. 


Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears; preſent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes* heels; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down fretch 
Below the beam of ſight, yet will ſtill 
Be thus to them. 


Enter VoLUMNIA. 


Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vaſſals, things created 
To buy or ſell with groats; to ſhew bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of peace, or war. [To VOL. J I talk of you; 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 
Falſe to my nature? Rather ſay, I play 

The man I am, 

„„ NO, lars hr, bet 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out, 

Cor. Let go. 

Jol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With {triving leſs to be ſo : Leſſer had been 
The {nwartings of your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos'd 
Lre they lack'd power to croſs you, 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Hel. Ay, and burn too. 
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Enter MENEN1Us, with the Senators. 


Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſome- 
thing too rough ; 


You mult return, and mend it. 


Sen. There's no remedy ; 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh, 
Col. Pray, be counſell'd : 
I have a heart as little apt as your's, 
But yet a brain, that leads my uſe of anger, 
To better vantage. 
Men. Well faid, noble woman : 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o the time craves it as phyſick 
For the whole ſtate ; I would put mine armour on, 
Which | can ſcarcely bear. 
Cor. What muſt I do ? 
Men. Return to the tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then ? what then ? 
Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 
Cor. For them ?—T cannot do it to the gods ; 
Mult I then do't to them? 
Jol. You are too abſolute; 


Though therein you can never be too noble. 


But when extremities ſpeak, I have heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, | 
I' the war do grow together: Grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by the other loſe, 
That they combine not there ? 

Cor. Tuſh, tuſh ! 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour, in your wars, to ſeem 
The fame you are not (which, for your beſt ends, 
You adopt your policy), how is it leſs, or worſe, 


That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 


With honour, as in war ; ſince that to both 
It ſtands in like requeſt ? 

Gor. Why force you this? 

Vol. Becaufe, 


That now it lies you on to ſpeak to the people: 
E 4 g 5 Not 
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bo CORIOL ANUS, 


Not by your own inſtruction, nor by the matter 
Which your hear prompts you to; but with ſuch word. 
That are but rooted in your tongue, but baſtards, aud 
ſyllables 

Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. 
I would diſſembie with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at ſtake, requir <4: 
I ſhould do ſo in honour : J am in this, 
Your wife, your ſon theſe ſenators, the nobles ; 
And you will rather ſhew our general lowts 
How you can frown, than ſpend a fawa upon 'em, 
For the inkeritance of their loves, and lafegoard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady !— 
Come, go with us; ſpeak fair: you may ſalve fo, 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is paſt. 

Vol. I pr ythee now, my ſon, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand; 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it (here be with them), 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones (for in ſuch buſineſs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears), waving thy head, 
With often, thus, correcting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt mulberry, 
That will-not hold the handling: Or, ſay to them, 
Thou art their ſoldier, and being bred in broils, 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which, thou doſt confeſs, 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 
In aſking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyſel!, forſooth, hereafter theirs, ſo far 
As thou haſt power, and perſon. 

Men. This but done, 
Even as ſhe {peaks, why, their hearts were e your 8 
For they have pardons, being aſk'd, as free 


As words to little purpoſe. 


Vol. Pr ythee now, 
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CORIOL ANUS, 


Here is Cominius, 
Enter CoOMiNnivus. 


Cam. I have been i' the market-place : 
You make ſtrong party, or defend yourſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence; all's in anger. 

Men. Only fair ſpeech. 

Com. I think, 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 

Vol. He muſt, and will: — 

Pr'ythee, now, fay, you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Mult I go ſhew them my unbarb'd ſconce? Muſt I, 
With my baſe tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it muſt bear? Well, 
Yet were there but this ſingle plot to loſe, 

This mould of Marcius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 

And throw it againſt the wind, —T'o the market-place ;— 
You have put me now to ſuch a part, which never 

1 (hall diſcharge to the life. | 

Cam. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vel. I pr ythee. now, ſweet ſon, as thou haſt ſaid, 
My praiſes made thee firſt a ſoldier, ſo, 

To have my praiſe for this, perform a part 

Thou haſt not done before. 

I muſt do't :— 

Away, my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 

Some harlot's ſpirit! My throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 

That babies lulls alleep! The {miles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks; and ſchool- boys' tears take up 
The glaſſes of my ſight! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 

That hath receiv'd an alms !—T will not do't; 

Leſt 1 ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 

And, by my body's action, teach my mind 

A moſt inherent baſeneſs. 


*twill ſerve, if he 


I will do't : 


Cor. Well, 


61 


Go, and be b 1 although, I know, thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, 
Than flatter him in 2 bower. 


and, fir, *tis fit 


Hol. 


; 
| 
| 
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Fol. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ſtoutneſs : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me; 
But owe thy pride thyſelf, 
Cor. Pray, be content ; 
Mother, I am going to the market · place; 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. T'll return conſul ; 
Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 
J' the way of flattery, further. 
Dol. Do your will. [Exit VOLUMN14: 
Cam. Away, the tribunes do attend you: arm yourſelf 
To anſwer mildly ; for they are prepar'd 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet. 
Cor. The word is, mildly :—Pray you, let us go: 
Let them accuſe me by invention, I 
Will anſwer in mine honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Well, mitdly be it then ;  mildly-— [Exeunt, 


6 


SCENE Ul. 
The Forum. Enter Sicinivs, and BRur us. 


Bru. In this point charge him home, that he afſects 
Tyrannical power: If he evade us there, 
Enforce him with his envy to the people ; 
And that the ſpoil, got on the Antiates, 
Was ne'er diſtributed. —W hat, will he come? 


Enter an /Edile, 


Ad. He's coming. 
Bru, How accompanied ? 
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Ed. With old Menenius, and thoſe ſenators 
That always favour'd him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 

Set down by the poll! ? 

d. I have; tis ready. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? ? 

d. I have. 

Sic. Aſſemble preſently the people hither: 

And when they hear me lay, It ſball be ſo, 

the right and flrength o the commons, be it either 
For death, for fine, or baniſhment, then let them, 
If I ſay, fine, cry fine; if death, cry death: 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 

And power i' the truth o' the cauſe. 

Ad. I ſhall inform them. 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a din confus'd 
Enforce the preſent execution 
Of what we chance to ſentence. 

Ad. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 

Eru, Go about it. [ Exit Æadile. 
Put him to choler ſtraight : He hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction: Being once chaf *d, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 


Enter CorioLanus, MErntniuss and Couixius, 
with others, 


Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly, I do beſeech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an oſtler that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume. — The houour'd gods 
Kcep Rome in ſafety, and the chairs of juſtice 
Supply'd with worthy men ! plant love among us! 
Throng our large temples wich the ſhews of peace, 
ng not our ſtreets with war 6 

| I en. 
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ö 
0 1 Sen. Amen, amen! 
Men. A noble wiſh. 


Nesenter the Æaile, with the Plebeians. 
| Sic. Draw near, ye people. | 
| Ad. Lift to your tribunes ; audience: Peace, I ſay. 
Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 
Both Tri. Well, ſay.— Peace, ho. 
Cor. Shall i be charg'd no farther than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here? 
Sic. I do demand, 
If you ſubmit you to the people's voices, 
Allow their othcers, 2nd are content 
To ſuffer lawful cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you. 
Cor. I am content, 
Men. Lo, citizens, he ſays, he is content: 
'The warlike ſervice he has done, contider ; think 
Upon the wounds his body bears, which ſhew 
Like graves i' the holy church- yard. 
Cor. Scratches with briars, ſcars to move laughter only. 
Men. Conſider further, 
That when he ſpeaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a ſoldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious ſounds 
But, as I ſay, ſuch as become a ſoldier, 
Rather than envy you. 
Cn. Well, well, no more. 
Cor, What is the matter, 
That being paſt for conſul with full voice, 
J am ſo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 
Sic. Anſwer to us. 
Cor. Say then: 'tis true, I ought ſo. 
| Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
j From Rome all ſeaſon'd office, and to wind 
Yourſelf into a power tyrannical ; 
For which, you are a traitor to the people. 
Cor. How ! [I raner 7: - 
Men. Nay temperately : Your promiſe. 
Cor, The fires i the loweſt hell fold in the people 


alle 
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Call me their traitor ! —Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes ſat twenty thouſand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would ſay, 
Thou lieſt, unto thee, with'a voice as free 
As I do pray the pods. 1085 
Sic. Mark you this, people? 
All. To the rock with him! to the rock with him! 
dic. Peace. . 
We need not lay new matter to his charge: 
What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpcak, 
Beating your officers, curſing yourſelves, 
Oppoſing laws with ſtrokes, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great power muſt try him; even this, 
So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 
Deſerves the extremeſt dcain, 
Bru. But ſince he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome ; 
Cor. What do you prate of fervice ? 
Bru. I talk of that, that kuvww it, 
Cor. You! | 
Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your mother ? 
Com, Know, I pray you— x 
Cor. I'll know no further: 
Let them pronounce the ſtæep 1 arpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing: Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, Good-morrow ! 
Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy'd againſt the people, ſeeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at laſt 
Given hoſtile ſtrokes, and that not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the miniſters 
That do diſtribute it; In the name o' the people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 
Even from this inſtant, baniſh him our city ; 
In peril of precipitation „„ 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 


To 
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To enter our Rome pates : Þ the people's name, 
J ſay, it ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo ; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com. Hear me, my maſters, and my common friends 
Sic. He's ſentenc'd: no more hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak : | 
I have been conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a reſpect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's eſtimate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my loins : then if I would 
Speak that 1 
Sic. We know your drift: Speak what ? 
Bru, There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd, 
As enemy to the people, and his country : 
It ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo. 
Cr. You common cry of curs | whoſe breath I hate 
As reek o' the rotten fens, whoſe loves I prize 
As the dead carcaſſes of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I baniſh you 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts ! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into deſpair ! Have the power {till 
To baniſh your defenders : *till, at length, 
Your ignorance (which finds not, *till it feels; 
Making but reſervation of yourſelves, 
Still your own foes) deliver you, as moſt 
Abated captives, to ſome nation | 
That won you without blows | Deſpiſing, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back: 
There is a world elſewhere. 
[Exeunt Cox IOLAxus, CoMINIUs, and others. 
Dye people ſhout, and throw up their Caps. 
d. The people's enemy is gone, is gone 
All. Our enemy is baviſh'd ! he is gone! Hoo ! hoo! 
Sic. Go, ſee him out at gates, and follow him, 
As ke hath follow'd you, with all deſpight ; 
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Give him deſerv'd vexation. Let a guard Fi 
Attend us through the city. 1 

All. Come, come, let us fee him out at gates; come: | | 
The gods preſerve our noble tribunes Come. [ Excunt. | 


— — . 1 


— 
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ACT IV. SCENE: L 


Before the Gates of Rome. Enter Cok lol Axus, 


VoLUMNnia, Vircitia, MENENIvs, Cominivs, 
with the Young Mobility of Rome. 


Coriolanus. 


8 leave your tears; a brief farewel: the beſt 
With many heads butts me away. —Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? You were us'd 
To ſay, extremity was the trier of ſpirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the ſea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſhip in floating: fortune's blows, 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble cunning : you were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make iavincible 
The heart that conn'd them. | 

Vir. O heaven's! O heavens ! 

Cor, Nay, I pr'ythee, woman —— 

Vol. Now the red peſtilence ſtrike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations periſh |! 

Cor. What, what, what! 
I ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
It you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his labours you'd have done, and ſav'd 
Your huſband ſo much ſweat. —Cominius, 
Droop not ;—adieu :—Farewell, my wife ! my mother ! 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are ſalter than a younger man's, 
And venomous to thine eyes.—My ſometime general, 
I have ſeen thee ſtern, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hard'ning ſpectacles; tell theſe ſad women, 
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*Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtrokes, 
As *tis to laugh at them. My mother, you not well, 
My hazards ſtill hav., been your ſolace : and 
Believ't not lightly (though I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen) your ſon 
Will, or, exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Jol. My firſt fon, 
Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while: Determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſture to each chance 
That ſtarts 1? the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods! 

com. I'll follow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee : ſo, ik the time thruſt forth, 
A cauſe for thy repeal, we ſhall not fend 
O'er the vaſt world, to ſeek a ſingle man; 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
F the abſence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well. 
Thou haſt years upon thee; and thou art too full 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet vabruis'd : bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet wife, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch : when I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come, 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can ear.—Come, let's not weep.— 
It I could ſhake off but one ſeven years . 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I'd with thee every foot. 


Cor. Give me thy hand: — Come. F Exeuri. 
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SCENE. I, 


A Strect. Enter S1cinivs, and BxuTus, with an 
/E-DILE. 


Sic. om them all home; he's gone, and we'll no fur- 
ther, — 
The nobility are vex'd, who, we ſce, have ſided 
In his behalf. 
Bru. Now we have ſhe wn our power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a-doing. 
Sic. Bid them home: 
Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Bru, Diſmiſs them home. [Exit AviLE. 


Enter VOoLUMNIA, VirG1LIiA, and MENENIUS. 


Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They ſay, ſhe's mad. 

Bru. They have ta'en note of us: 

Keep on your way. 
Vol. O, you're well met: The hoarded plague o' the 
gods 
Requite your love 2 

Men. Peace, peace! be not ſo loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you ſhould hear ;— 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome.— Will you be gone? 

[To BruTvs. 

Vir. [ 7. Sreix. J You ſhall ſtay too: I would, I had 

the power 
To ſay ſo to my huſband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vel. Ay, fool; Is that a ſhame ?—Note bat this fool. —- 
Was not a man my father? Hadſt thou foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou haſt \ Poon words ? 
| F Sic. 
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Sic. O bleſſed heavens! | 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words; 


And for Rome's good. —1'll tell thee what; — Vet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too: — I would my ſon 


Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good ſword in his hand. 
Sic. What then? 
Vir. What then? 
He'd make an end of thy poſterity. 
Vol. Baſtards, and all.— 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome! 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he had continu'd to his country, 
As he began; and not unknit himſelf 
The noble knot he made. 
Bru. I would he had. | 
Fol. I would he had? *T was you incens'd the rabble: 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe myſteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 
Bru. Pray, let us go. | 
Fol. Now, pray, ſir, get you gone: 
You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this : 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome ; ſo far, my ſon 
(This lady's huſband here, this, do you ſee), 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay we to be baited | 
With one that wants her wits ? 
Hol. Take my prayers with you. 
I would the gods had nothing elſe to do, 
; [ Exeunt Tribune, 
But to confirm my curſes ! Could I meet em 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to't. | 
Men, You have told them home, 
And, by my troth, you have cauſe. You'll ſup wit 
me? 1 
Vol. Anger's my meat; I ſup upon myſelf, 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding. — Come, let's go: 


Leave 
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Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 
Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt. 


— OOTY 


—_——__S — "— — Ali... as. —— 4 


9 A 
— And 


SCENE III. 


Between Rome and Antium. Enter a Roman, and a Volſce. 


Rom. I know you well, fir, and you know me: your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is fo, fir : truly, I have forgot you. h 

Rom. I am a Roman; and my ſervices are, as you are, 
againſt 'em : Know you me yet ? 

Vol. Nicanor ? No. 

Rom. The ſame, fir. 

Vol. You had more beard, when I laſt ſaw you; but 
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's the 
news in Rome? I have a note from the Volſcian ſtate, 
to find you out there: You have well ſav'd me a day's 


journey. 
Rem. There hath been in Rome ſtrange inſurrection : 


the people againſt the ſenators, patricians, and nobles. 

Vol. Hath been? ls it ended then? Our ſtate thinks not 
ſo; they are a moſt warlike preparation, and hope to come 
upon them in the heat of their diviſion, ; . 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive ſo to 
heart the baniſhment of that worthy Coriolanus, that they 
are in a ripe aptnels, to take all power from the people, 
and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. This 
lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almoſt mature for the 
violent breaking out. | 

Pol. Coriolanus baniſh'd ! 

Rom. Baniſh'd, ſir. | | 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, Ni- 
canor, | 
Rom, The day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
it ſaid, The fitteſt time to corrupt a man's wife, is when 
ſhe is fallen out with her huſband. Your noble Tullus 
Aufidius will appear well in theſe wars, his great oppoſer 
Coriolagus being now in no requeſt of his country. 


F 2 Vol. 
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Vol. He cannot chooſe, I am moſt fortunate, thug 
accidentally to encounter you: You have ended my buſi- 
neſs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I ſhall, between this and ſupper, tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome; all tending to the good of 
their adverſaries. Have you an army ready, ſay you? 

Vol. A moſt royal one: the centurions, and their 
charges, diſtinctly billeted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour” s warning. 

Rom, 1 am joyful to hear of their readineſs, ard am the 
man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent action. So, 
ſir, heartily well met, and moſt glad of your company. 

Jol. You take my part from me, fir; I have the moſt 
cauſe to be glad of your's. 

Rom, Well, let us go together. | [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Antium. Before Auripius“ Houſe. Enter CoR1OLa- 
NUs, in mean Apparel, diſguis d, and muſfled. 


Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City, 
*Tis I that made thy widows; many an heir 
Ol theſe fair edifices for my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop: then know me not; 
Leſt that hy wives with ſpits, and boys with ſtones, 


Enter a Citizen, 


In puny battle ſlay me,—Save you, ſir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. Direct, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies: Is he in Antium ? 

Eit. He is, and feaſts the nobles of the ſtate, 
At his houſe this night. 

Cor. Which is his houſe, beſeech you? 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cr. Thank you, fir ; farewel. [Exit Citizen. 
O, world, thy ſlippery turns! Friends now taſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double boloms ſeem to wear one heart, 

W hole 


CORIOLANUS, | 73 


Whoſe hours, whoſe bed, whoſe meal, and exerciſe, 
Are ſtill together, who twin, as 'twere, in love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 

On a diſſention of a doit, break out 

To bittereſt enmity : So, felleſt foes, 

Whoſe paſſions and whole plots have broke their ſleep 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, ſhall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their iſſues. So with me 

My birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 

This enemy town.—T'll enter: if he ſlay me, 

He does fair juſtice; if he give me way, 


I'll do his country ſervice. | [Exit 


—_— 


SCENE V. 


A Hall in Auz1pius's Houſe. Muſic plays, Enter a 


1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine! What ſervice is here! 


I think our fellows are aſleep. | [Exit 


Enter another Serving-Man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cotus? my maſter calls for him. 


Cotus! | [Exit. 


Enter CORIOL ANUS. 


Cor. A goodly houſe : The feaſt ſmells well: but I 
Appear not like a gueſt, | 


os 
Re-enter the firſt Serving-Man. 


1 Serv. What would you have, friend? Whence are 


you? Here's no place for you: Pray, go to the door. 


[Exits 


Cor. I have deſerv'd no better entertainment, 
In being Coriolanus. 


Re-enter Second Servant. 


2 Serv, Whence are you, fir? Has the porter his eyes 
| F 3 a in 
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in his head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions ? 
Pray, ger you out. | | 
Cor. Away! 
2 $crv. Away? Get you away. 
Cor. Now thou art troubleſome. 


2 Serv. Are you ſo brave: I'll have you talk'd with 
anon. 


Enter a third Servant. The firſt meets him, 
Serv. What fellow's this? | 

i Serv. A ſtrange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot 
get im out o' the houſe : Pr'ythee, call my maſter 
to bim. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray you 
avoid the houſe. 3 f 
Cor. Let me but ſtand; I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Serv. What are you ? | 

Cor. A gentleman. 


Serv. A marvellous poor one. 
Cor. True, ſo am IJ. | 


3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up ſome other 
ſtation : here's no place for you; pray you, avoid: come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go, | 
And batten on cold bits. AND [ Puſhes him away. 

3 Serv. What, will you not? Pr'ythee, tell my maſter 
what a ſtrange gueſt he has here. 

2 Serv, And I ſhall. 

3 Serv. Where dwell'ſt thou? 

Cor, Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ! 

Cw An.” r 

Serv, Where's that? 

Cor. l' the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. I' the city of kites and crows ? — What an als 
it is !—' hen thou dwell'ſt with daws too? 
Cor. No, I ſerve not thy maſter. 

3 Serv. How, ſir! Do you meddle with my maſter ? 

Cor. Ay; 'tis an honeſter ſervice, than to meddle with 


Thou prat'ſt, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy trencher, hence! 
CC [ Beats him away. 


Enter 


Enter Auripius, with the Second Serving- Man. 


Auf. Where is this fellow ? | 
2 Serv. Here, fir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, but 
for diſturbing the lords within. BR 
Auf. Whence comeſt thou? what wouldeſt thou? 
Thy name ? 
Why ſpeak'ſt not? Speak man: What's thy name? 
Cor. If, Tullus, 
Not yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing me, doſt not 
Think me for the man J am, neceſſity 
Commands me name myſelf. 
Auf. What is thy name? 
Cor. A name unmuſical to the Volſces' ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. 
Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel: What's thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know'ſt thou me yet? 
Auf. I know thee not: — Thy name ? 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volſces, 
Great hurt and miſchief ; thereto witneſs may 
My ſurname, Coriolanus : The painful ſervice, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
| Shed for my thankleſs country, are requited 
But with that ſurname; a good memory, 
And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure | 
Which thou ſhouldſt bear me, only that name remains: 
The cruelty and envy of the people, 
Permitted by our daſtard nobles, Who 
Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt; 
And ſuffer'd me by the voice of ſlaves to be 
Whoop'd out Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; Not out of hope, 
Miſtake me not, to fave my life ; for if | 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i' the world 
I would have *voided thee : but in mere ſpite, 
| To be full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 
Stand I betore thee here. Then if thou haſt 
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A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 
And make my milery ſerve thy turn; to uſe it, 
That my revengeful ſervices may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 
Againſt my canker'd country with the ſpleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if ſo be 
Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou art tir'd, hen, in a ward, I alſo am 
Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice: 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool; 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaſt, 
And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unleſs 
It be to do thee ſervice. 
Auf. O Marcius, Marcius, 
Each word thou haſt ſpoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yen cloud ſpeak divine things, and ſay, 
is true; I'd not believe them more than thee, 
All noble Marcius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againſt 
My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my ſword; and do conteſt 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious ſtrength 1 did 
Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou firſt, 
J Jov'd the maid I marry'd ; never man 
Sigh'd truer breath; but that I ſee thee here, 
T hou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I firſt my wedded miſtreſs ſaw 
Peſtride my threſhold, Why, thou Mars! I tell thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or loſe mine arm for't: hou haſt heat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 
Dream't of encounters *twixt thyſelf and me; 
We have been down together in my ſep, 
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Unbuckling helms, fiſting each other's throat, 

And wak'd halt dead wii!: nothing. Worthy Marcius, 

Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that | 

Thou art thence baniſn'd, we would muſter all 

From twelve to ſeventy ; and, pouring war 

Into the bowels of ungrateful R ome, 

Like a bold flood o'er- eat. O, come, go in, 

And take our friendly ſenators by the hands; 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar d againſt your territories, 

Though not for Rome itſelf, 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods! 
Auf. Therefore, moſt abſolute fir, if thou wilt have 

The ſeading of thine own revenges, take 

The one halt of my con: miſſion ; and ſet down — 

As beſt thou art expericnc'd, ſince thou know'ſt 

Thy country's ſtrength and weakneſs thine own 
ways: 

Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rowe, 

Or rudely viſit thera in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come in: 

Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe, that ſhall 

Say, yea, to thy deſires. A thouſand welcomes! 

And more a friend than e'er an enemy; 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand: Moſt wel- 
come! | E. 

I Serv. Here's a ſtrange alteration ! 

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have firocken 
him with a cudpel ; and yet my mind gave me, his clothes 
made a falſe report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has! He turn'd me about with 
his finger and thumb, as one would ſet up a top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome- 
thing in him: He had, fir, a kind of face, methought—1 
cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv. He had ſo; looking, as it were—'Would I 
were hang'd, but I thought there was more in him than 
I could think, 

2 Serv. So did 1, 1'll be ſworn : He is Goply the rareſt 
mam i' the world. 
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1 Serv. I Think he is: but a greater ſoldier than he, 
you wot one. 

2 Serv. Who! my maſter ? 

1 Serv. Nay, it's no matter for that, 

2 Serv. Worth ſix of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, not ſo neither: but I take him to be the 
greater ſoldier. 

2 Serv. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to ſay 
that: for the defence of a town, our general is excellent. 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an aſſault too. 


Enter a third Servant, 


3 Serv. O, ſlaves! I can tell you news; news you 
raſcals. g 
Both. What, what, what? let's partake. 
3 Serv. 1 would not be a Roman, of all nations; I had 
as lieve be a condemn'd man. 
Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 
3 Serv. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
eneral, Cains Marcius. | 
1 Sefv. Why do you ſay thwack our general? 
3 Serv. I do not ſay, thwack our general; but he was 
always good enough for him. 
Serv. Come, we are fellows, and friends: he was ever 
too hard for him; I have heard him ſay ſo himſelf. 
1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
troth on't: before Corioli, he ſcotch'd him and notch'd 
him like a carbonado. 
2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he might 
have broil'd and eaten him too. 
1 Serv. But, more of thy news? 
3 Serv. Why, be is ſo made on here within, as if he 
were ſoa and heir to Mars: ſet at upper end o' the table: 
no queſtion aſk'd him by any of the ſenators, but they 
ſtand bald before him: Our general Aimſelf makes a miſ- 
treſs of him; ſanctifies himſelf with's hand, and turns up 
the white o' the eye to his diſcourſe. But the bottom of 
the news is, our general is cut i' the middle, and but one 
half of what he was yeſterday : for the other has half, by 
the entreaty and grant of the whole table. He will go, he 
{ays, and ſowle the porter of Rome gates by the ears: 1 
Wil! 
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will mow down all before him, and leave his paſſage 
poll'd. 

1 Serv. And he's as like to do't, as any man I can 
imagine. 

3 Serv. Do't? be will do't: For, look you, fi ir, he ** 
as many friends as enemies; which friends, ſir (as it were), 


durſt not (look you, fir) ſhew themſclves (as we term it) 
his friends, whilſt he's in directitude. 


1 Serv. Direétitude! What's that? 


3 Serv. But when they ſhall ſee, fir, his creſt up again, 
and the man in blood, they will out of their burrows, like 
conies after rain, and revel all with him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward? 

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day ; preſently. You ſhall 
have the drum ſtruck up this afternoon : *tis, as it were, 
a parcel of their feaſt, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their lips. 

2 Serv. Why, then we ſhall have a ſtirring world again. 
This peace is nothing, but to ruſt iron, increaſe ta1lors, 
and breed ballad-makers, 

1 Serv. Let me have war, ſay I; it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night; it's ſprightly, waking, audible, and 
full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexey, lethargy ; mull'd, 
deaf, ſleepy, inſenſible ; a getter of more baſtard children, 
than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

2 Serv. Tis ſo: and as war, in ſome ſort, may be ſaid 
to be a raviſher; ſo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men "ER one another. 

3 Serv. Reaſon; becauſe they then leſs need one ano- 
ther. The wars, for my money. I hope to ice Romans 
as cheap as Volſces.— They are riſing, they arc riſing. 

All. In, in, in, in. | [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 
4 lic place in Rome. Enter Sioixius, and BRUTUS. 


Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him; 
His remedies are tame i' the preſent peace 
And quietneſs o' the people, which betore * 
Were 
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| 
| 
Were in wild hurry. , Here do we make his friends 
| Bluſh, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
| Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, behold 
Diſſentious numbers peſtering ſtreets, than ſee 
Out tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 


Enter MENENIUS. 


Bru, We ſtood to't in good time. Is this Menenius ? 
| Sic. Tis be, 'tis he! O, he is grown moſt kind 
9 Ok late. — Hail, ſr! 
Men. Hail to you both! 
* Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, 
0 But with his friends: the common- wealth doth ſtand ; 
And ſo would do, were he more angry at it. 
Men. All' y well; and might have been much bet- 
z1 1 | 
N He could have temporiz'd. 
Sic. Where is he, hear you? 
0 | Men. Nay, I hear nothing; his mother and his wife 
1 Hear nothing from him. 


Euter three or four Citizens. 


All. The gods preſerve you both ! 
Sic. Good-e'en, our neighbours. 
Bru, Good-cen to all, good een to you all. 
1 Cit. Ouifelves, our wives, and children, on our 
 krees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sic. Live, and thrive ! 
Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours! We wiſh'd Coriolanvs 
Had lov'd you as we did. 
All. Now the gods keep you ! 
Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [ Exeunt Citizens, 
— Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
| Than when thele fellows ran about the {treets, 
4 Crying, Confuſion. 
| Bru. Cains Marcius was 
A worthy officer i“ the war; but inſolent, 
| O'ercome with pride, ambitious paſt all thinking, 
| Selt-loving 
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Sic. And affecting one ſole throne, 
Without aſſiſtance. 

Men. I think not ſo. | 

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth conſul, found it fo. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 


Enter Maile. 


Adile. Worthy tribunes, 
There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports—The Volſces with two ſeveral powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman territories ; 
And with the deepeſt malice of the war 
Deſtroy what lies before em. 

Men. Tis Aufidius, 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his horns again into the world; 
Which were in-ſhell'd, when Marcius ſtood for Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius ? 

Bru. Go ſee this rumourer whipp'd.—It cannot be, 
The Volſces dare break with us, 

Men. Cannot be! 
We have record that very well it can; 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow, 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this; 
Leſt you ſhould chance to whip your information, 
And beat the meſſenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me: 
know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not poſſible, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. The nobles, in great earneſtueſs, are going 
All to the ſenate-houſe : ſome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 
Sic. Tis this (lave ; 
Go whip him fore the people's eyes :—his raiſing ! 
Nathing 
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Nothing but his report! 

Mal. Yes, worthy fir, 

The ſlave's report is ſeconded ; and more, 
More fearful, is deliver'd. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Meſſ. It is ſpoke freely out of many months 
(How probable, I do not know) that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidins, leads a power *gainſt Rome ; 
And vows revenge as ſpacious, as between 
The young'ſt and oldeſt * 

Sic. This is moſt likely! 

Bru, Rais'd only, that the wake fort may wiſh 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely: 

He and Aufidius can no more atone, 
Than violenteſt contrariety. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſ. You are ſent for to the ſenate : 

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 
Aſſociated with Aofidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
O'erborne their way, conſum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 


Enter Cominivs. 


Cam. O, you have made good work! 
Men, What news? what news? 
Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, and 
To melt the city leads upon your pates; 
To ſez your wives diſhonour*'d to your noſes— 

Men. What's the news; what's the news? 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement; and - 
| Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, the news ? 
You have made fair work, I fear me :—Pray, your news? 
If Marcius (ſhould be joined with the Volſces 

Com. II 
He is their god; he leads them like a thing 


Made 


CORIOL ANUS. $3 


Made by ſome other deity than nature, 
That ſhapes man better ; and they follow him, 
Againſt us brats, with no leſs confidence, 
Than boys purſuing ſummer butter-flies, 
Or butchers killing flies, 
Men. You have made good work, 
You, and your apron-men ; you that ſtood ſo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters ! 
Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 
Men. As Hercules did (ſhake down mellow fruit. 
You have made fair work ! 
Bru. But is this true, fir ? 
Com. Ay; and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do ſmilingly revolt; and, who reſiſt, 
Are mock d for valiant i ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant fools. Who is't can blame him? 
Your enemies, and his, find ſomething in him. 
Men. We are all undone, unleſs 
The noble man have mercy. 
Com. W ho ſhall aſk it ? 
The tribunes cannot do't for ſhame ; the people 
Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the ſhepherds : for his beſt friends, if they 
Should ſay, Be good to Rome, they charg'd him even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like enemies, | 
Men, *Tis true: 
If he were putting to my houſe the brand 
That ſhould conſume it, I have not the face 
To ſay, Beſeech you, ceaſe.— Vou have made fair hands, 
ou, and your crafts! you have crafted fair ! 
Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapahle of help. 
Tri. Say not we brought it. 
Men. How | Was it we? we lov'd him; but, like 
beaſts, 
And cowardly nobles, gave way to your cluſters, 
Who did hoot him out of the city, 8 
n. 
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Com, But, I fear, 
They'll roar bim in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The ſecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer :—Defperation 
Is all the policy, fcogth, and defence, 
That Rome can make againſt them. 


Enter a Troop of Citizens. 


Alen. Here come the cluſters!— 
And is Aufidius with him: — You are they 
That made the air unwholeſome, when you caſt 
Your (tinking, greaſy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming; 

And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 

Which will not prove a whip; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 

And pay yon for your voices. *Tis no matter; 
}- he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deſerv'd it. 

Omnes. *Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 

When I ſaid, baniſh him, I ſaid, *twas pity. 

2 Cit. And fo did J. 

3 Cit. And ſo did 1; and, to ſay the truth, fo did very 
many of us: That we did, we did for the bett; and 
though we willingly confented to his baniſhment, yet it 
was againſt our will. | 

Com. Y om are goodly things, you voices ! 

Men. You have made you 
Good work, you and your cry !—Shall us to the Capitol? 
Com. O, ay; what elſe? Exit COM. and MEN. 

Sic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd ; 
Theſe are a ſide, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 

And ſhew no lign of fear. | | 

i Cit. The gods be good to us! Come, maſters, let's 
home. I ever ſaid, we were i' the wrong, when we ba- 
ni hd him. 05 

2 Cit. So did we all. But come, let's home. 
| Ne HIER [Exeunt Citizens, 
Eru, I do not like this news. 


Sic. 
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Sic. Nor I. 


Bru. Let's to the Capitol: Would, half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie! 


Sic. Pray, let us go. IEExeunt Tribunes, 


—— 


— 


SCENE VII. 


4 Camp; at a ſmall Diſtance from Rome. Enter Aux1p1vs, 
| with his Lieutenant, 


Auf. Do they {till fly to the Roman? 
Lieu. 1 do not know what witchcraft's in him; but 
Your ſoldiers uſe him as the grace fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end; 
And you are darken'd in this action, fir, 
Even by your own. | 
Auf. I cannot help it now; 
Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot 
Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudly 
Even to my perſon, than I thought he would, | 
When firſt I did embrace him: Yet his nature | | 
In that's no changeling ; and I muſt excuſe Na 
What cannot be amended, _—_ 
Lieu. Yet I wiſh, fir 
(I mean, for your particular), you had not | | 
Join'd in commiſſion with him: but either borne | 
The action of yourſelf, or elſe to him | 
Had left it ſolely. 3 | 
Auf. I un derſtand thee well; and. be thou ſure, : 
When he ſhail come to his account, he knows not i, + 
What I can urge againſt him. Although it ſeems, 
And fo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent | fin 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly, 4 
And ſhews good huſbandry for the Volſcian (tate ; | 
Fights dragon-like,. and does achieve as ſoon | 
As draw his ſword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which ſhall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 
Lieu. Sir, I beſeech you, think you he'll carry Rome? 
Auf. All places yield to him ere he ſits down; 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 
The ſenators, and patricians, love him too: 
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The tribunes are no ſoldiers; and their people 

Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 

To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome 

As is the ofprey to the fiſh, who takes it 

By ſovereignty of nature. Firſt he was 

A noble ſervant to them; but he could not 

Carry his honours even: whether 'twas pride, 

W hich out of daily fortune ever taints 

The happy man; whether defect of judgment, 

To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe chances 

Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From the caſque to the cuſhion, but commanding peace 

Even with the ſame auſterity and garb 

As he controll'd the war: but, one of theſe 

(As he hath ſpices of them all, not all, 

For I dare ſo far free him), made him fear'd, 

So hated, and ſo baniſh'd : But he has merit, 

Jo choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 

Lie in the interpretation of the time: 

And power, unto itſelf moſt commendable, 

Hath not a tomb ſo evident as a chair 

To extol what ir hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one nail; 

Right's by right fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrength do fail. 

Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 

Thou art poor'ſt of all; then ſhortly art thou mine. 
| [Exeunt 


— —_ _— — 


nr 


A public Place in Rome. Enter MENENIUSs, CouiNius, 
SIcINlvs, and BxuTus, with others. 


— 


— 
— 


Menenius 


No. I'll not go: you hear, what he hath ſaid, 

Which was ſometime his general; who lov'd him 

In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me, father: 

But what o' that? Go, you that baniſh'd him, 

A mile before his tent fall down, and knee 

The way unto his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd Þ 
255 9 
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To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'II keep at home. 
Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear ? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus . 
He would not anſwe to: forbad all names; 
He was kind of nothing, titlelefs, 
»Till he had forg'd himſelf a name i' the fire 
Of burning K ome. 
Men. Why, ſo; you have made good work: 
A pair of tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 
Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When leaſt it was expected: He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a ſtate, 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
Men. Very well: 
Could he ſay leſs ? 
Com, I offer'd to awiken his regard 
For his private friends : His anſwer to me was, 
He could not ſtay to pick them in a pile 
Of noiſome, muſty chaff: He ſaid, *rwas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburat, 
And {till to noſe the offence. 
Men. For one poor grain or two? 
I am one of thoſe ; his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains : 
You are the muſty chat; and you are {melt 
Above the moon: We mult be burnt for you. 
Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: If you refule "ey aid 
In this ſo never-needed help, yet do nct 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. But, ſure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, 
Might ſtop our countryman. 
Men. No; Til not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you, go to him. 
Men. What ſhould I do? 
Bru, Ouiy make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 
Re Well, and ſay that Marcius 
G2 Return 
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Return me, as Cominius is return'd, 
Unheard; what then ?— 
But as a diſcontented friend, grief-ſhot. 
With his unkindneſs ? Say't be ſo? 
Sic. Yet your good will 
Muſt have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. | 
Men. I'll undertake it: 
I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me, 
He was not taken well; he had not din'd: 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ſtuff'd 
Theſe pipes, and theſe conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler fouls | 
Than in our prieſt- like faſts : therefore I'll watch him 
"Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 
And then I'll ſet upon him. 
Bru. You know the very road into his kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe your way. 
Men Good faith, I'll prove him, 
Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. Exit. 
Com. He'll never hear him. 
Sic. Not? 
Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, bis eye 
Red as *twould burn Rome: and his i injury 
The goaler to his pity. I kneel'd before him: 
"T was very faintly, he ſaid, Ri; diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hand : What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after me; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain ; 
Unleſs his noble mother, and his wits 
Who, as I hear, mean to ſolicit him 
For mercy to his country—Therefore, let's hence, 
And with our fair entreaties haſte them « On. [Exeunt. 


"SCENE: II. | 
The Volſcian Camp. Enter MExEx TUS to the Watch, or 
Guard. 
x Match. Stay: Whence are you! 
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2 Watch. Stand, and go back. 
Men. You guard like men; 'tis well: But, by your 
leave, 
I am an officer of ſtate, and come 
To ſpeak with Coriolanus. 
1 Watch. From whence ? 
Men. From Rome. 
1 Watch. You may not paſs, you muſt return: our ge- 
neral 
Will no more hear from thence. 
2 MWateh. You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with fire, 
before 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolanus. 
Men, Good my friends, 
If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears: it is, Menenins. 


1 Match. Be it ſo; go back: the virtue of your name 


Is not here paſſable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 
Thy general is my lover: I have been 
The book of his good acts, whence men have read 
His fame unparallel'd, happily, amplified ; 
For I have ever verify'd my friends 
(Of whom he's chief), with all the ſize that verity 
Would without lapſing ſuffer : nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground, 6 
1 have tumbled paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the leaſing : Therefore, fellow, 
I muſt have leave to pafs. 


1 Watch. Faith, fir, if you had told as many lies in 


his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, you 
ſhould not paſs here : no, though it were as virtuous to 
lie, as to live chaſtly. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Mene- 
nius, always factionary on the party of your general, 

2 Watch. Howloever you have been his liar (as you ſay. 
you have), I am one that, telling true under him, muſt 
lay, you cannot paſs. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou tell? for I would not 
ſpeak with him 'till after dinner. 

| | | G 3 Match. 
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1 Watch, You are a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy general is, 

1 Watch. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he docs, 
Can you, when you have puſh'd out of your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a violent popular ignorance, 
given your enemy your ſhield, think to front his revenges 


With the eaſy groans of old women, the virginal palms of 


your daughters, or with the #aiſy'd interceſſion of fach a 
decay'd dotant as you feem to be? Can you think to blow 


out the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, with 


ſuch weak breath as this? No, you are deceiv'd; there- 
fore, back to Rome, and prepare for your execution: 
you are condemn'd, our general has {worn you out of re- 
prieve and pardon, : | 

Men. Surah, if thy captain knew I were here, he would 
uſe me with eſtimation. 

2 Watch. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy gencral. 

s TVatch. My general cares not for you. Back, I ſay, 
go, leſt 1 let forth your half pint of blood ;,—back—that's 
the utmoſt of your having: back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow 


Enter CoßlOL AN Us, with Avripivs, 


Cor. What's the matter? 

Men. Now, you companion, I'Il ſay an errand for you; 
you ſhall know now, that I am in eſtimation ; you (hal! 
p<rceive that a Jack guardant cannot office me from my 
ſon Coriolanus : gueſs, by my entertainment with him, it. 
thou ſtand'ſt not i” the ſtate of hanging, or of ſome death 
more long in ſpectatorſhi p, and crueller in ſuffering ; behold 
now preſently, and ſwoon for what's to come upon thee. 
The glorious gods lit in hourly ſynod about thy particu- 
lar proſperity, and love thee no worſe than thy old father 
Menenius does! O, my ſon, my ſon! thou. art preparing 
fire for us; look thee, here's water to quench it. I was 
hardly moved to come to thee : but being aſſured, none 
but myſelf could move thee, I have been blown out of 
vour pates with ſighs; and to conjure thee to pardon 
Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods 
alluage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this 


varler here; this, who like a block, hath denie! my acceſs 
to thee, | CF. 


CORIOL ANUS. 91 


Cor. Away! 

Men. How ! away ? 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not, My affairs 
Are ſervanted to others: Though 1 owe 
My revenge properly, my remiſſion lies 
In Volſcian breaſts. Thit we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneſs ſhall poiſon, rather 
Than pity note how mach. Therefore, be gone, 
Mine ears againſt your ſuits are ſtronger, than 
Your gates againſt my force. Yet, for I lov'd thee, 
Take this along; I writ it for thy ſake, 

[Gives him a Letter. 

And would have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 
T will not hear thee ſpeak.— This man, Avutidius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome: yet thou behold'ſt —— 


Auf. You keep a conſtant temper, [Exeunt, 


Manent the ſruard, and MENENIUs. 


1 Hatch. Now, fir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 Watch. Tis a ſpell, you ſee, of much power: 
You ko. the way home again. 

1 Watch. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping 
your greatneſs back ? 

2 Watch. What cauſe, do you think, I have to ſwoon ? 
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your general: 
for ſuch things as you, I can ſcarce think there's any, you 
are ſo ſlight. He that hath a will to die by himſelf, fears 
it not from another. Let your general do his worſt. For 
you, be that you are, long; and your miſery increaſe 
with your age! I ſay to you, as I was ſaid to, Away! 

[ Exit, 

1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 
2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our general: He is the 
rock, the oak not to be wind- ſhaken. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Tent, Enter CoRIOLANUs, and AUFIDIUS. 


Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
* down our hoſt. My partner in this action, 
You mult report to the Valſcian 1 how plainly 
] have borne this buſineſs. 


* 
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Auf. Only their ends 
You have reſpected; ſtopp'd your ears againſt 
The general ſuit of Rome; never admitted 
A private whiſper, no, not with ſuch friends 
That thought them ſure of you. 

Cor. The laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 

Lov'd me above the meaſure of a father ; 

Nay, godded me, indced. Their lateſt refuge 

Was to ſend him: for whoſe old love, I have 

(Though I ſhew'd ſourly to him) once more ofter'd 

The firſt conditions, which they did refuſe, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

That thought he could do more; a very little 

I have yielded too: Freſh embaſſies, and ſuits, 

[ Not from the ſtate, nor private friends, hereafter 

Will I lend ear to.—Ha ! what ſhont is this? ; 

| | | [ Shout within, 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow | | 
i In the ſame time tis made? I will not. 5 


Enter VIX GIIIA, VOLUMNIA, VaT RIA, and youn; 
Marciuvs, with Attendants, all in Mourning. 


| My wife comes foremoſt; then the honour'd mould 

| W herein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate,— 

What is that curtly worth? or thoſe dove's eyes, 
Which can make gods forſworn ?—TI melt, and am not 
Of ſtronger earth than others.—My mother bows ; 

As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 
Great nature cries, Deny not, —-Let the Volſces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; Ill never 
Be ſuch a gofling to obey inſtinct; but ſtand, 
As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. 
Vir. My lord and huſband ! 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 
Vir. The ſorrow, that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think fo. | Cor. 
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Cor. Like a dull actor now, 
I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Even to a full diſgrace. — Beſt of my fleſh, 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not ſay, 
For that, Forgive our Romans—O, a kiſs, 
Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge! 
Now by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiſs 
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lj 
Hath virgin'd it e'er ſince.—You gods! I prate, 
And the moſt noble mother of the world 
Leave unſaluted: Sink, my knee, i' the earth! [Xreets. 
Of thy deep duty more impreſſion (ſhew 
Than that of common ſons. 


Vel. O, ſtand up blett ! 
While with no ſofter cuſhions than the flint, 
I kneel before thee : and unproperly 
Shew duty, as miſtaken all the while [ Kneels. 
Between the child and parent. 
Cor. What is this? 
Your knees to me ! to your corrected ſon ! 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the ſtars : then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars *gainſt the fiery ſun ; 
Murd'ring impoſſibility, to make 
What cannot be, ſlight work. 
Hol. Thou art my warrior; 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady? 
| Pointing to VALERIA. 
Cr. The noble ſiſter of Publicola, 5 
The moon of Rome; chaſte as the icicle 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Dian's temple : Dear Valeria! 
Vol. This is a poor epitome of your's, 
[Shewing young MARCIUS, 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May ſhew like all yourſelf, 
Cor. The god of ſoldiers, 
With the content of ſupreme Jove, inform 
hy thoughts with nobleneſs ; that thou may'ſt prove 
To ſhame invulnerable, and (tick i“ the wars 
Like a great ſca- mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
And {aving thoſe that eye thce ! 
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Jol. Your knee, ſirrah. 
Cor. That's my brave boy. 
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. 
Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd aſk, remember this before; 
The things, I have forſworn to grant, may never 
Be held by your denials. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics :— Tell me not 
Waherein I ſeem unnatural: Deſire not 
To allay my rapes and revenges, with 
Your colder reaſons. 
Fol. Oh, no more, no more! 
You have ſaid, you will not grant us any thing ; 
For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 
M hich you deny already: Yet we will aſk; 
That, it we fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May hung upon your hardaets : therefore hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſces, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private, Your re— 
quell ? . 
Fol. Should we be ſilent aud not f. peak, our raiment 
And date of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led fince thy exile, Think with thyſelf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither : ſince that thy fight, which mould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſorrow ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to ſee 
J he ſon, the huſband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we, 
'Thine enmity's moſt capital: thou barr'ſt us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy : For how can we, 
Alas! how can we for our country pray, 
W hereto we are bound; together with thy victory, 
W hereto we are bound ? Alack ! or we mult loſe 
The country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 
Our comfort in the country. We mult find 
An evident calamity, th:6gh we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win: for either thou 


Muſt, 
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Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be le 
With manacles thorough our itrecis; Or =.e 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 
And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myſelf, ſun, 
I purpoſe not to wait on fortune, *rill _ | 
Thele wars determine : if I cannot perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſcek the end of one, thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to afſault thy country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 
Vir. Ay, and mine, | 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 
Bey. He hall not tread on me; 
I'll run away *till am bigger, but then I'II fight. 
Cor. Net of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's face to ſee. 
I have fat too long. 
ol. Nay, go not from us thus. 
If it were {o, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volſces whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poiſonous of your honour: No; our ſuit 
Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volſces 
May fay, This mercy we have ſhew'd; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd; and each in either fide 
| Give the all-hail to rhee, and cry, Be ble/? 

For making up this peace | Thou know'ſt, great ſon, 
The end of war's uncertain 3 but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou ſhalt thereby-reap, is ſuch a name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with curſes; 
Whoſe chronicle thus writ—T he man was noble, 
But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out; 
Deſtroy d his country, and his name remains 
To the enſuing age, abborr'd. Speak to me, ſon: 
Thou haſt affected the fine ſtrains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o' the air, 
And yet to charge thy ſulphur with a bole 


That 
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That ſhould but rive an oak : why doſt not ſpeak ? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs? — Daughter, ſpeak you: 
He cares not for your weeping.— Speak thou, boy, 
Perhaps thy childiſhneſs will move him more 
Than can our reaſons, — There is no man in the world 
More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i' the ſtocks. Thou halt never in thy life 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courtely ; 
When ſhe (poor hen !) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home. 
Loaden with honour. Say, my requeſt's unjuſt, 
And ſpurn me back: But, if he be not fo, 
Thou art not honeſt ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou reſtrain'ſt from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs.— He turns away : 
Down, ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 
To his ſurname Coriolanus *longs more pride, - 
Than pity to our prayers, Down: An end; 
This is the laſt :—So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours. —Nay, behold us: 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength 
Than thou haſt to deny't.—Come, let us go: 
This fellow had a Volſce unto his mother; 
His wife is in Corioli, and this child 
Like him by chance: — Yet give us our diſpatch : 
I am huſh'd until our city be a- fire, 
And then I'll fpeak a little. 

Cor. Mother, mother ! 


[ Holds her by the Hands, / lent. 
What have you done ? Behold the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at, O my mother, mother! O! 

You have won a happy victory to Rome: 

But, for your ſon—believe it, O believe it, 

Moſt dangerouſly you have with him prevail'd, 

If not moſt mortal ro him. But, let it come :—- 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
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Were you in my ſtead, ſay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs ? or granted leſs, Aufidius ? 
Auf. I was mov'd withal. = 
Cor. I dare be ſworn, you were: 
And, fir, it is no little thing, to make 
Mine eyes to ſweat compaſſion. But, good fir, 
What peace you'll make, adviſe me: For my part, 
I'il not to Rome, [il back with you: and pray you, 
Stand to me in this cauſe. —O mother! wife! 
Auf. I am glad, thou haſt ſet thy mercy and thy honour 
At difference in thee; out of that I'll work 
Myſelf a former fortune. Aide. 
[ The Ladies make ſigns to CORIOL Ax us. 
Car. Ay, by and by; 
But we will drink together ; and you ſhall bear 
[To VOLUMNIA, VIRGILIA, Oc. 
A better witneſs back than words, which we, 
On like conditions, will have counter- ſeal'd. 
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a temple built you: all the {words 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, | 
Could not have made this peace, LE xeunt. 
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S CEN E V. 
The Forum, in Rome. Enter MENENIUS, and SICINIUS, 
Men. See you yon coign o' the Capitol; yon corner- 
ſtone ? 1 | 
Sic. Why, what of that ? | 
Men. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, eſ- 
pecially his mother, may prevail with him. But, I ay, 
there is no hope in't; our throats are ſentenc'd, and ſtay 
upon execution. N a | | 
Sic, Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort a time can alter the con- 
dition of a man ? | 
Men. There is a difference between a grub, and a but- 
terfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon: he has wings; he's more than 
a creeping thing. | 
Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 
Men. So did he me: and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight years old horſe, The mw 
| o 
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of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 
treading. He is able to pierce a corſlet with his eye; 
talks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits in his 
ſtate, as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be 
done, is tiaiſh'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of 
a god, but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy 
his mother ſhall bring from him : There is no more mercy 
in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; and that ſhall 
our poor city fd; and all this is *long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us! 

Aen. No, in ſuch a cafe the gods will not be good unio 


us. When we baniſn'd him, we reſpected not them: and, 


he returning to break our necks, they reſpect not us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Wef. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houſe: 
The plebeians have got your fcllow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down; all ſwearing, if 

The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They'll give him death by inches. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Sic. What's the news? | 
Ae. 2 news, good news !—T he ladies have pre- 
vail'd, | | 
The Volſces are diſlodg'd and Marcius gone: 
A merrier day did never yet preet Rome, 
No, not the expulſion of the Tarquins. 
Sic. Friend, 
Art thou certain this is true? is it moſt certain ? 
Meſ. As certain, as I know the ſuu is fire: 
Where have you lurk'd, that you mike doubt of it? 
Ne'er throngh an arch fo hurry'd the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you 
| Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together. 
The trumpets, facbuts, pſaltertes, and tifes, | 
Tbors, and cymbals, and the ſhouting Romans, 
Make the ſun dance. Hark you! [ 4 Shout within. 
Men. This is good news : | 
I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 1 
| $ 
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Is worth of conſuls, ſenators, patricians, 
A city full; of tribunes, ſuch as you, 
A ſea and land full: You have pray'd well to-day, 
This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Haik, how they joy! 
r Sound ſtill, with the Shouts. 
Sic. Firſt, the gods bleſs you for ow tidings : next, 
Accept my thankfulneſs. 
Meſ. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks. 
Sic. They are near the city? 
Meſ. Almoſt at point to enter. 
Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [Exeunt, 


Enter two Senators, with the Ladies, paſſing over the 
Stage, Tc. Sc. 
Sen. Behold our patroneſs, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praife the gods, 
And make trumphant fires ; ſtrew flowers before them ; 
Unſhout the noiſe that baniſh'd Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcame of his mother : 
Cry — Welcome, ladies, welcome! 
All. Welcome, ladies, welcome ! 
[ 4 Flouriſh with Drums and Trumpets. Exeunt. 


as. — 
_ 


KEN. 


A publick Place in Antium, Enter TuULLus Auiplus, 
with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here: 
Deliver them this paper: having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons? ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. He l accuſe, 
The city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Iatends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words: Diſpatch.Moſt welcome! 


Enter three or four Conſpirators of AUFibius' Faction. 
i Con. How is it with our general ? 


Lf. Even ſo, | 
As with a man by his own alms impoiſon'd, 
And with his charity ſlaia. 
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2 Con. Moſt noble fir, 
If you do hold the ſame intent wherein 
You wiſh'd us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell ; 
We mult proceed, as we do find the people. 


3 Con, The people will remain uncertain, whilſt 
Twixt you there's difference; but the fall of either 


Makes the ſurvivor heir of all. 
Auf. I know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him admits 
A good conſtruction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 


Mine honour for his truth : Who being ſo heighten'd, 


He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing fo my friends: and, to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, bis ſtoutneſs. 
When he did ſtand for conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping— 
Auf. That 1 would have ſpoke of: 
Being baniſh'd for't, he came unto mt hearth; 
Preſented to my Knife his throat: I took him; 
Made him joint ſervant with me; gave him way 
In all his own defires; nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my files, his projects to accompliſh, 
My belt and tretheſt men; ſerv'd his dehgnments 
In mine own perſon ; bolp to reap the fame, 
Which he did end all his; and took ſome pride 
To do myſelf this wrong : *till, at the laſt, 
I ſeem'd his follower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 
1 Con. So he did, my lord : 
The army marvell'd at it. And, in the laſt, 
When he had carried Rome; and that we look'd 
For no leſs ſpoil, than glory 
Auf. There was it; 
For which my ſinews ſhall be fretch'd 1 upon him. 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he {old the blood and labour 
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Of our great action; Therefore ſhall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. Bur, hark! 
[Drums and Trumpets ſound, with great fhouts of 
the people. | 

1 Gon. Your native town zou enter'd like a poſt, 
And had no welcomes home; but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noiſe. 

2 Gon, And patient fools, 
Whoſe children he hath flain, their baſe thro:ts tear, 
With giving him glory. 

Con. Therefore, at your vantape, 

Ere he expreſs himſelf, or move the people 


With what he ſhould ſay, let him feel your ſword, 


Which we will ſecond. Whea be lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounc'd ſhall bury 
His reaſons with his body, 

Auf. Say no more; 
Here come the lords. 


Enter the Lords of the City. 
Lords. You are moſt welcome home, 
Auf. I have not deferv'd it, 


But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 


What I have written to you? 

Lords. We have. 

1 Lord, And grieve to hear it, | 
What fanlts he made before the laſt, I think, 
Might have found eaſy fines : but there to end, 
Where he was to begin: and give away 
The benefit of onr levies, anſwering us 
With our own charge; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding: This admits no excuſe, 

Auf, He approaches, you ſhall hear him. 


Enter Coklol AN us, with Drums and Colours; the Com- 
mons being with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords! I am return'd your foldier ; 
No more infected with my country's love, 
Than when I parted hence, but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
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With bloody paſſage led your wars, even to | 
The gates of Rome. Our ſpoil, we have brought home, 
Doth more than counter poiſe, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no leſs honour to the Antiates, 
Than ſhame to the Romans: And we here deliver, 
Subſcrib'd by the conſuls and patricians, 
Together with the ſeal o' the ſenate, what 
We have compounded on. 
Auf. Read it not, noble lords; 
But tell the traitor, in the higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your powers. 
Cor. Traitor !—How now ?— 
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 
Cor. Marcius ! | | 
Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; Doſt thou think 


I'Il grace thee with that robbery, thy ftol'n name 


Coriolanus in Corioli? 
You lords and heads of the ſtate, per fidiouſjyy 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up, 
For certain drops of ſalt, your city Rome 
(I ſay, your city) to his wife and mother: 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 
A twiſt of rotten ſilk ; never admitting 
Counſel o' the war; but at his nurſe's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory; 
That pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at other. 
Cor. Hear'st thou, Mars? 
Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears 
Cor. Ha! | 
Auf. No more. | 
Cor. Meaſureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 


Too great for what contains it. Boy! O ſlave!— 


Pardon me, lords, *tis the firſt time that ever 
I was forc'd to ſcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Muſt give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my ftripes impreſt upon him ; that 
Muſt bear my beating to his grave) ſhall join 
To thruſt the lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me ſpeak. 


Cor. 
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